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CtMBEttNB. 

As performed at Uie Drury Lane Theatre {under the 

management of Messrs. E. Falconer and F. B. Chatterton), 

on Monday, October 17 thy 1864. 
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Tee publication , and preservation of this drama is diL) to tbe 
anthor^s friends and colleagues, Heminge and Condell, to whom 
the world is so unpayably indebted, for the important number of 
seventeen plays, which appeared in print for tlie first time, in 
the edition prepared by those actors. The following is a list of 
the separate issues and alterations of this piece : — 

1. Cymbeline ... ... ••• ... folio. 1623. 

2. Injured Princess, or the Fatal Wc^er ; Durfey 4to. 1682. 

3. Cymbeline, (as acted) by Chetwood, the 

Prompter of Drury Lane .. ... 12mo. 1734. 

4. Cymbeline, with alterations by C. Marsh ... 8vo. 1755. 

and 12mo. 1762. 

6. Cymbeline, as performed at Covent Garden, by 

Hawkins ... ... . . ... 8vo. 1759. 

6. Cymbeline, altered by Garrick, as aoted at 

Drury Lane ... ... 12 mo. 1761, 1762 ; 8vo. 1767. 

7. Cymbeline, as acted ... ... ... 12mo. 1777. 

8. Cymbeline, altered by H. Brooke .». ... 8vo. 1778. 

9. Cymbeline, from Drury Lane Prompt Book 8vo. 1 788. 

10. CymbeUne, by Eccles ... ... ... 8vo. 1793. 

11. Cymbeline, from the Prompt Book, &c , with 

n(;tes ... ... ... ... 8vo. 1795. 

12. Cymbeline, altered by J. P. KeinViO ... 8vo* ISOO, 1S10, 

and 12uio. 1815. 

13. Cymbeline, as performed, with notes by Mi-s. 

Inchbald ... ... ... .. 1 2 mo. ISO'J. 

14. Cymbeline, with alterations, Drury Lane ... 12ino. n. d, 

15. Cymbeline, revised ... ... ... 12mo. 1818. 

16. Cymbeline, Oxberry's edition (good portrait 

of Farley as Cloten) ... ... ... 12mo. 1823. 

17. Cymbeline, as acted, with Remarks by D. G... 18mo. 1823. 

18. Cymbeline, Nuremberg and New York ... 12 mo. 1839. 

19. C^beline, Lack's edition ... ... 12mo. 186it 
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Ct/nuK'Une has never fairly occupied the position of an acting 
play; it will be seen that a considerable interval has generally 
occurred between each revival, which may be catalogued thus : — 

Theatre Jtotjal Drury Lane, 1632. — No cast extant (D'Urfey's 

alteration). 
Lincoln' 8 Inn Fields, January 7, 1720. — l/rsaces (PostJiumns), 

Ryan ; Shatillion (Iachimd)j C. Bullock ; Engtnia (Imogen), 

Mrs. Bullock (D'Urfey). 
Lincoln^ 8 Inn Fields, MarcHo, 1738. — Ursaces^ Delane; Shatillion^ 

Walker; Eugenia, Mrs. Templar (D'Urfey). 
May market, November 8, 1744. — Fosthumus, Theo. Gibber; Imogen, 

Miss Jenny Cibber. 
Covent Garden {first time (here), April 7, 1746. — Fosthumus, Ryan; 

lachimo, liale ; Imogen, Mi*s. Pritchard. 
Oovent Garden, February 15, 1759. — Leonatus, Ross; Imogen, Mrs. 

Vincent (Hawkins's alteration, the character of lachimo was 

omitted I) 
Drury Lane^ November 28, 17 iii.^ Fosthumus, Garrick ; lachimo, 

Holland ; Imogen, Miss Bride. 
Covent Garden, December 2S, 1767. — Fosthumus, Powell; lachimo, 

Smith ; Imogen, Mrs. Yates. 
Drury Lane, December 'tti, 1770. — Fosthumus, Reddish; lachimo, 

Palmer; Imogen, Mi*8. Barry. 
ITaymarhet, August 9, 1782. — Fosthumus, Bannister, juu achimo, 

Palmer ; Cloten, Edwin ; Imogen, Mrs. Bulkeley. 
Covent Garden, October 18, nSi.^Posthumus, Henderson ; lachimo, 

Wroughton ; Cloten, Quick ; Imogen, Miss Younge. 
Drury Lane, November 21, 1785. — Fosthumus, Kemble; lachimo, 

Smith; Cloten, Dodd; Imogen, Mrs. Jordan. 
Drury Lane, January 29, 1787. — Same as before, excepting 

Imogen, Mrs. Siddons. 
Covent Garden, May 13, 1800. — Fosthumus, Holman ; lachimo, 

Pope ; Cloten^ Betterton ; Imogen, Mrs. Pope. 
Covent Garden, January 18, 1806. — Fosthumus, Kemble ; lachimo, 

Cooke ; Cloten, Farley ; Imogen, Miss Smith. 
Covent Garden, June 3, 1812. — Fosthumus, Kemble; lachimo. 

Young; Imogen, Mrs. II. Johnstone. 
Covent Garden, May 29, 181 6. — Fosthumus, Kemble ; lachimo, 

Young; Cloten, Lision; iwoz/cn, Miss Stephens. 
Drury Lane, Jaiwary 22, 1823. — Fosthumus, Kcan ; lachimo. 

Young ; Imoqen, a young lady, afterwards by Mrs. W. West. 
Covent Garden, June 2, 1825. — Posthumus, C. Kemble; lachimo, 

Young ; Imogen, Miss Foote. 
Drury Lane, February 9, 1829. —Fosthumus, Young; lachimo, 

Cooper; Imogen, Miss Phillips. 
Covent Garden, May, 1837. — Fosthumus, Macready; lachimo, Elton; 

Cloten, W. Farren ; Imogen, MiA H. Faucit. 
Drury Lane, January 21, ISiS.— Fosthumus, Anderson; lachimo, 

Macready ; Imogen, Miss H. Paucity 
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Sadler^ 8 WeliSf August 23, 1847. — FosthumiLSf Phelps; lachimo, 

Marston; Imogen^ Miss Addison. 
JDrury Lane^ October 17, l^Q^.— Posthumus^ Phelps; lachimo^ 

Oreswick ; Cloten^ Walter Lacy ; Imogen^ Miss H. Faucit. 

CrMBELmE, tbe sou of Theomaatius, the voiingest son of Kin? 
Lad, is reported to have become king in the year of the world 
3921, after the bailding of Borne 728, and before the birth of 
Our Saviour 33. He reigned over the Triuobantes (inhabiting 
Middlesex, ELertfordshire, Essex, and parts adjacent), and was a 
powerful monarch ; his capital was called Camulodunum, the site 
of which has not been ascertained, but has been supposed to be 
either Maldon or Colchester. He reigned 35 years, leaving two 
sons, Guiderius and Arviragus. The elegance and ornament given 
to the buildings of this period by our scenic artists are outrage- 
ously absurd ; it is probable enough, that, although the people 
used houses of wood and clay, the kings and nobles might 
possess buildings of stone, yet little attempt at ornament would 
be found thereon ; — ^massive and bare walls, partly covered with 
tapestry, would be their characteristic. There have been pave- 
ments and ornamented remains of re^lar Italian habitations dis- 
covered, but so limited in both size and number, that they 
must have been constructed by Roman residents for their own 
use, and certainly the custom could neither have been durable 
nor extensive. The arms of the British were spears, axes, and 
rwords of bronze, iron helmets, and leathern breastplates, some- 
times with plates of iron or bronze; it will be seen that brass helmets 
were worn. Csesar expressly says that the Britons differed but 
little from the Gauls; and later Pomponius Mela says, "The 
Britons fought armed after the Gaulish manner.'* Well cor- 
roborated by other historians, the description given by Diodorus 
Siculus should be adopted as the mode of dressing and mounting 
this play : — '* They wear bracelets about their wrists and arms, 
and mass^ chains of pure and beaten gold about their necks, and 
weighty rings upon their fingers, and corslets* of gold upon their 
breast. For stature they are tall, of a pale complexion, and red 
haired, not only naturally, but they endeavour all they can to 
make it redder by art. They often wash their hair in a water 
boiled with lime, and turn it backwards from the forehead to the 
crown of the head, and thence to their verv necks, that their faces 

may be fully seen Some of tnem shave their beards, 

others let them grow a little. Persons of quality shave their chins 
close, but their mouataches they let fall so low that they even 
cover their moutAis. . . . Their garments are -very strange, 
for they wear party-coloured tunics (flowered with various colours 
in divisions) and hose which they call Brachse.f They likewise 

* One found at Mold is now in the British Museum. 

t Martial has a line, " Like the old brachs of a needy lirlton.**^JEpig. ix. 21 . 
They appear on the legs of the Gaulish figures in many Koman sculpttires to 
have been a sort of loose pantaloon, terminating at the ankle, where they were 
met by a high shoe or brogue. Theie can be little doubt that the Higtiland 
truis is a modification oi this ancient trouser, if not the identical thing itself. 
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wear chequered sagas (cloaks). Those they wear in winter are 
thick, those in summer more slender. Upon their heads they 
wear helmets of brass with large appendages, made for ostenta- 
tion's sake, to be admired by the beholders They 

have trumpets after the barbarian manner, which in sounding 

make a horrid noise For swords they use a broad 

weapon called Spatha, which they hang across their right thigh 
by iron or brazen chains. 8ome gird themselves with belts of 
gold or silver." 

Mr. Planch6 remarks iK xvnight's Pictorial Shakespeare^ that, 
" In elucidation of the particular expression made use of by 
Diodorus in describing the variegated tissues of the Gauls, and 
which has been translated *^ flowered with various colours in 
divisions," we have the account of Pliny, who after telling us that 
both the Gauls and Britons excelled in the art ot making and dyeing 
cloth, and enumerating several herbs used for dyeing purple, scarlet, 
and other colours, says that they spun their fine worn so dyed, into 
yarn, which was woven chequer-wise so as to form small squares, 
some of one colour and some of another. Sometimes it was woven 
in stripes instead of chec[uers ; and we cannot hesitate in believing 
that the tartan of the Highlanders (to this day called " the garb of 
old Gaul") and the checked petticoats and aprons of the modern 
Welsh peasantry are the lineal descendants of this ancient and 
picturesque manufacture." 

Of the golden neck-chains, or torque ^ (torch or dorch in Welsh), 
there are several existing specimens. One has been found in silver^ 
and several of brass. The bronze sword and small battle-axe, or 
celt, as it is called, of the ancient Britons, are te be found in many 
eollections; and at Goodrich Court are two very large round 
bronze shields of the earlier period, and an oblong one of tiie 
Boman- British era. A smaller round shield, more recently found, 
is in the British Museum. Figures of Cassibelanus (mentioned in 
this play) ; an ancient Briton ; of Boadicea ; and other illustrative 
examples will be found in the editor's work on Dramatic Costumes, 

Dion Gassius describes the dress of a British queen in the person 
of the famous Bonduca or Boadicea. He tells its that she wore a 
torque of gold, a tunic of several colours all in folds, and over it a 
robe of coarse stuff. Her light hair fell down her shoulders far 
below the waist. 

The costume and arms of the Banians are fully described in my 
•dition of JuLiut Ccuar. 

' ^ ' T» H« MM 
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Ctmbeline.— Plam coloured long robe, bright scarlet mantle 
with fibida on the right shoulder, close trousers of yellow, boots, 
gold crown for the head, large gold torque for the neck, gold belt, 
gold chfun, and bronze sword. 

Belabius, Guiderius, A&vjragus. — Skin shirts, buskins of un- 
dressed hide, conical caps, leatheni belts, bronze swords and spears, 
long hair and hangping moustache, flesh legs and arms, shields in the 
last Act. 

Cloten. — Yellow shirt with short sleeves, white and blue mantle, 
red leggings and arms, buff buskins, long hair, gold belt, brass 
sword chain, sword, toraneand gold circlet for the head, long hair. 
Second Dress : A dress like Posthumus's first. 

lACHmo. — First Dress: Crimson or violet Roman shirt, richly 
trimmed, yellow short shoulder mantle, red sandals, wreath of 
flowers. Second Dress: Grey shirt, yellow mantle^ circlet, in 
place of the wreath. Third Dress: Plain dark shirt. Fourth Dress : 
same as first, without the wreath. Fifth Dress : Rich suit of Roman 
armour. 

PHILABT9. — White richly trimmed Roman shirt, short mantle, 
and wreath of roses. 

Caics. — Suit of Roman armour, fleshings, and sandals. 

Madan and Nobles. — Shirts, leggings^ and mantles, buskins, 
and circlets for the hair, worn long. 

PiSANio.^— Puce shirt, yellow leggings, and party-coloured mantle. 

PosTHUMus. — First Dress : Dark shirt, grey leggings and arms, 
gold torque, grey mantle, gold belt, chain and swora, buff buskins, 
gold head circlet, long hair. Second Dress : Yellow shirt, blue 
mantle, fleshings, sandals, sword. Third Dress: Roman dress 
and mail shirt. Fourth Dress : Deerskin shirt, and conical cap. 
Fifth Dress : Same as third dress. 

In the last Act all the Britoks ai<) armed. 

Cornelius. — Dark long robe, brown mantle, and grey hair. 

Queen. — Scarlet dress, parti-coloured robe of biilliant colours, 
gold chains and jewels, gold coronet, armlets, and bracelets. 

Iwyozs,'^ First Dress: White merino dress, blue and white 
parti-coloured mantle, long hair, gold coronet, armlets, bracelets, and 
sandals. Second Dress: Grey tunic, buff petticoat, and buff 
mantle, which serves as head covering. Third Dress: White or 
buff tunic, hair worn long, fleshings and boots, mantle, belt, and 
sword. 

Ladies. — Dresses of bright huQS, with parti-coloured mantles, 
gold and silver ornaments, long hair. 

TheDressesthemselves should have Utile or no ornamental trimming; 
hrightness and variety of colour will be found to be characteristic and 
piffidcnJtly effective. 
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We liaye often bowed with reverence to the genius that dictated 
the following beautiful lines: — "The stream of Time, which is 
continually^ washing the dissoluble fabrics of other poets, passes 
without injury the adamant of Shakespeare." And deeply have 
we regretted the perverseness that could qualify so eloquent an 
eulo^iura, by a rash censure of some of the most admirable pro- 
ductions of the same author. A more harsh and unmerited sentence 
was never pronounced, than Doctor Johnson's on the play of 
Oymheline, 

Had this dogmatism proceeded from Voltaire, and his despicable 
school of criticism, Satire had been dumb : -- 

" Satire or Sense alike can Sporus feel, — 
Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel ?" 

But, when an authority of the most profound learning and com- 
prehensive knowledge strikes the blow, it is the last, the noblest 
conspirator, stabbing the fair fame of Shakespeare. 

Is it not a reproach to our English taste, that a foreign critic 
should have entered more deeply into the beauties of Shakespeare 
than almost any of his countrymen ? The admirable Schlegel 
has descanted on this enchanting drama with the acute perception 
of the critic, and the divine enthusiasm of the poet ; for, unless 
the influence of the poet be duly felt, the critic labours in vain. 
Romance had no charms for Johnson; but he might still have 
found sufficient food for his severer studies in this beautiful play, 
to redeem its many incongruities of fiction, conduct, and character. 

The plot of Cymhdine is borrowed from an old story-book, en- 
titled "Westward for Smelts,*' 4to, 1603. The wager between 
Posthumus and lachimo is from the Decameron of Boccaccio; with 
these are combined some traditionary tales of the ancient Britons, 
connected with the times of the early Roman emperors ; transi- 
tions that may well startle the disciples of Aristotle I But, as it 
has been eloquently said, if the Stagyrite had lived to behold 
Shakespeare^ ne would have fallen down and worshipped him. — 
Let the short-sighted censure of his followers melt into thin air. 

No female character ever drawn by Shakespeare can compare 
with Imogen. She is a perfect representation of devotedness and 
chastity, of innocence and heroism. ** Love," to adopt the eloquent 
language of Professor Richardson, **is the ruling passion; but it 
is love ratified by wedlock, gentle, constant, and refined." Her 
courage in resisting the proffered love of Cloten ; her self-reproach 
at having entertained even a momentary suspicion of her lord's 
infidelity ; her resolution to foiled him in his Wni^hment ; her 
grief at his unjust aspersions; her supposed death and funeral 
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rites, are among tho choicest inspirations of Sbakospcarc. The 
mysterious feeling of melaneholy — the too-frequent accompaniment 
of the o'er-informed mind| is no less lihilosophically than beauti* 
fully expressed:— 

*' O, Melancholy I 

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom f — find 

The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare 

Might easiliest harbour in ? 

Thau blessed thing, 

Thou died'st, a most rare boy, of melancholy." 

Guiderios and Arviragus are the children of romance. Their 
youthful ardour and simplicity are well contrasted with the sub- 
dued tone of their foster-father, Bclaiius. How pathetic is the 
following^ reply of Arviragus, relative to the supposed death of 
Imogen! — 

" JBdar, What I is he dead ? How found you him ? 
Arvir. Stark : smiling, as some fl .' had tickled slumber, 

Not as death's dart, being laiigh'd at ; his right check 
Reposing on a cushion." 

The jealousy of Posthumus is quite as natural as that of 
Othello. —The fiery disposition of the Moor required to be worked 
upon by the insinuations of lago ; for, had tho guilt of Dcsdc- 
mona rested on the very slender authority of the handkerchief 
alone, even Shakespeare's genius could hardly have reconoilccl us 
to the delusion of Othello. The evidence adduced by lachimo is 
of a much stronger nature : his confidence and gaiety gave an air 
of truth to his narrative ; and, thoug:h we may blame the two easy 
credulity of Posthumus, we cannot denounce it as either imbecile 
or unnatural. 

Cloten has been pronounced a contradiction, from the opposite 
humours of which he is so singular a compound being seldom or 
never found united in one person. The elements of which this 
strange character is composed are egregious vanity, noisy valour, 
with something approaching to shrewdness and good sense. Sir 
Andrew Aguecheek is a fool by riaPure — Cloten by education, Tho 
one is tho perfection of innate fatuity — the other f>f arrogant folly, 
that has been taught to value nothing beyond its royal birthright. 
Merc imbecility is not a fit subject for mirth : we can scarcely 
laugh at an object whose helplessness rather claims our pity ; and 
Sir Andrew, spite of the ludicrous situations in which ho is 
placed, is somewhat allied to this feeling. But Cloten provokes 
our heartiest merriment by his wilful folly and pompous inanity. 

Interspersed throughout this play are innumerable passages of 
descriptive beauty, just sentiment, and deep pathos. Ihe song in 
the ante-chamber, and the funeral dirge, are among those rare 
poetical gems tiiat Shakespeare introduces with such wonderful 
effect in many of his dramas. The sublime muse of Collins has 
taed her strength on this hallowed ground ; and strains of more 
affecting simplicity were never sung by the poet. 



X CYMBELINE. 

TUe gcones are agreeably diversified, infinitely too much so for— 

" Those blind disciples of the schools, 
Who laugh and cry by Aristotle's rules." 

The re-appearance of Posthumua^" the confusion of lachimo, the 
compunction of Cymbeline, and the recognition of Guiderius aad 
Arviragus, render the last peculiarly effective. This excellence 
has been noticed by Steevons, who challenges the admirers of Ben 
Jonson to point out the conclusion of any one of his plays which 
is wrought with more artifice, and with a less degree of dramatic 
violence, than this. The forgiveness of lachimo' s baseness by 
Postbumus is conveyed in language equally lofty and generous : — 

" Kneel not to me : 
The power that I have on you is to spare you; 
The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live, 
And deal with others better." 

Garrick's Posthumus has been pronounced one of his finest per- 
formances. His immediate successors in the character were Powell 
and Reddish. But we are quite satisfied — looking at Posthumus 
as Shakespeare has delineated him — that the acting of the late Mr. 
Kemble was perfect. Many parts of the character were given by 
Mr. Kean with strong effect, but the excellence of his Richard 
and Shylock throws every one of his less perfect performances 
into the shade. Mr. Charles Kemble is the best Posthumus since 
the days of his brother. His agony and impatience when he 
stnkes the supposed Page, and his sudden burst of joy when he 
discovers that Imogen still lives, were Sliakespeare all over. 

The lachimo of Cooke, like many of that great actor's perform- 
ances, was very unequal. He had all the art of the crafty Italian, 
but none of the careUss gaiety. There were, however, scenes of 
transcendant skill. His look and manner, where he emerges from 
the chest, in Imogen's chamber, were terribly impressive. An 
aspect of more super-human villany, dashed with fearful appre- 
hension, was never exhibited on the stage. The audience were 
hushed into the deepest silence by his half-broken, yet distinct 
whispers. His death-like tread, rendered the sleep of Imogen 
moi*e profound I His gloating eye, wandering over her beauties — 
his breathless caution when he unclasps the bracelet — ^the irresolu- 
tion and fear that alternately retard and hasten his return to the 
chest — ^and his fiend* like smile of exultation when he closes the 
lid, were studies that every actor, who aspires to histrionic excel- 
lence, would do well to profit by. 

Mr. Young's lachimo, considered as a whole^ is, peruaps, superior 
to Mr. Cooke's, because it is throughout more consistent. It is the 
result of deep reflection and consummate art. The art may occa- 
sionally be too apparent; but it is so modulated and softened down, 
as to follow hard upon nature. Siddons- '"^en in her meridian, 
assumed the garb of Imogen; and we Isiwvi; it from the best 
authority, to say, that she threw into it all the force of her 
gmazing genius. No actress^ }n our time, ever |;ave to this lovely 



eliaracter the true Shakespearian colouring hut Mrs. Jordan. All 
ctlier attempts have fallen short of the delicacy, the tenderness, 
the pastoral simplicity of this paragon of womankind. Cloten, in 
the nands of the late Boh Palmer, was an amusing picture of 
stupid arrogance. Farley has all the pertness and flippancy of 
this court fool ; but the ndiculous vanity and folly of Cloten are 
the true properties of Listen. Why does not this genuine actor 
east off his parts of insipid buffoonery, and return to Shakespeare ? 
He shall be received like the truant prodigal — and have the best 
fatted calf! Does be want loitf Malvolio is made ready to his 
band. Does he want drollery and quaint humour f Let him turn 
to Lauiice, Dogberry, and good Master Launcelot Gobbo. A 
reputation founded on the just performance of characters kfce thcse^ 
shall transmit him as a great actor to posterity; and for a very 
Bufficient reason — that they will always be read and remembered 
with delight; whereas the utmost indulgence that a large propor- 
tion of the herd of modem plajfwrigbts c8B iiope fi'om posterity 
will be an ac^ of oblivion. 

D. G. 

London^ 182d» 
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ACT L 

Scene Fibst. — Britain. The Garden behind Cymhdine^a 

Palace. ( 2nd grooves. ) 

Enter PiSANio and Madan, l. 

PisAN. (r. c.) You do not meet a man but frowns : our 
bloods 

No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers' 

Still seem as does the king. 

Madan. (ii.c.) But what's the matter? 

PiSAN. His daughter, and the heir of his kingdom, whom 
He purposed to his wife's sole son, (a widow, 
That late he married,) hath referred herself 
Unto a poor but worthy gentleman : She's wedded j 
Her husband banish'd ; she imprison'd : all 
Is outward sorrow ; though, I think, the king 
Be touch'd at very heart. 

Madan. None but the king? 

PiSAN. He that hafh lost her, too ; sc is the queen. 
That most desis'd the maieh : but not a court! er. 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 
Olad at the thing they scowl at. 

Madan. And why so? 

PisAN. He that hath miss'd the princess is a thing 
Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her, 
(I mean, that married her, — alack, good man ! 
And therefore banish'd,) is a creature such 
As to seek through the regions of the eartli 
For one his like, there would be something failing 
In him that should compare. 

Madan. What's his name, and birth? 
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Was caird Sicilius, who did join his honour, 

Against the Eomans, with Cassibelan ; whom 

He serv'd with glory and admir'd success : 

So gain'd the sur-addition, Leonatus : 

And had, besides this gentleman in question, 

Two other sons, who, in the wars o' the time, 

Died with their swords in hand ; for which, their father 

(Then old and fond of issue,) took such sorrow 

That he quit being ; and his gentle lady. 

Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceased 

As he was born. The king, he takes the babe 

To his protection ; calls hiija Posthumus Leonatus ; 

Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber : 

Puts to him all the learnings that his time 

Could make him the receiver of; which he took. 

As we do air, fast as 'twas minister' d. 

And in 's spring became a harvest : Liv'd in Court, 

(Which rare it is tiL4oi) most prais'd, most lov'd : 

A sample to the youngwsff to th' more mature 

A glass that feated them ; and to the graver, 

A child that guided dotards. 

Hadan. I honour him 

Even out of your report. But 'pray you, tell me, 
Is she sole child to the king ? 

Pi§AN. His only child. 

He had two sons, (if this oe worth your hearing, 
Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old, 
I' the swathing clothes the other, from their nursery 
Were stolen ; and to this hour no guess in knowledge 
Which way they went. 

Madan. How long is this ago ? 

^ PisAN. Some twenty years. 

MAmLN. That a king's children should be so convey'd ! 
So slackly guarded I and the search so slow, 
That could not trace them ! 

PiSAN. ^ Howsoe'er 'tis strange, 

■ Or that the negligence may be laugh'd at. 
Yet is it true, sir. 

We must forbeitrr^Jere comes the gentleman, 
The queen and princ<3.ss. 

^hey retire up and off^ b. u. B. 
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Enter the Quebii, her Ladies, Posthumus, and 

Imogen, l. u. e. 

Queen. No, be assur'd, you shall not find me, daughter, 
After the slander of most step-mothers, 
Evil-ey'd unto you : you are my prisoner, but 
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthumus, 
So soon as I can win the offended king, 
I will be known your advocate : many, yet 
The fire of rage is in him : and 't were good. 
You lean'd unto his sentence, with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform you. 

Post. Please your highness, 

I will from hence to-day. 

Queen. You know the peril : — 

I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd affections ; though the king 
Hath charged you should not speak toecether. 

Exit Queen and Ladies, l. u. n. 

Imogen. dissembling courtesy I How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds ! — My dearest husband, 
I something fear my father's wrath ; but nothing 
(Always reserved my holy duty) what 
His rage can do on me : You must be gone ; 
And I shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes : not comforted to live. 
But that there is this jewel in the world. 
That I may see again. 

Post. My queen ! my mistress I 

0, lady, weep no more ; lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man I I will reiriain 
The loyalist husband that did e*er plight troth. 
My residence in Rome at one Philario's ; 
Who to my father was a friend, to me . 
Known but by letter: thither write, my queen. 
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you send. 
Though ink be made of gall. 

Re-enter Queen and Ladies, l. u. e. 

Queen. B^ bmt^ 1 '^t^^ ^q^x\ 
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If the king come, I shall incur I know not 

How much of his displeasure : [aside) Yet I'll move 

him 
To walk this way. Exit, r. u. e. 

Post. Skocld we be taking leave 

As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The loathness to depart would grow. Adieu ! 

Imogen. Nay, stay a little ; 

Were you but riding forth to air yourself. 
Such parlLig were too petty. Look here, love ; 
This diamond was my mother's ; take it, heart ; 
But keep it till you woo another wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 

Post. How I how ! another ? 

You gentle gods, give me but this I have. 
And sear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death I remain, remain thou here, 

(putting on the 7nng) 
While sense can keep it on I and sweetest, fairest, 
As I my poor self did exchange for you. 
To your so infinite loss ; so, in our trifles, 
I still win of you ; for my sake wear this ; 
It is a manacle of love ; I'll place it 
Upon this fairest prisoner. 

{putting a bracelet on her arm) 

Imogen. 0, the gods ! 

When shall we see again ? 

Enter Cymbeline, Madan, Pisanio, Locrine, and 

Lords, r. u. e. 

Post. Alack, the king ! 

C YMBEL. Thou basest thing, avoid ! hence, from my sight ! 

If, after this command thou fraught the Court 

With thy unworthiness, thou diest : away » 

Thou art poison to my blood. 
Post. The gods protect you I 

And bless the good remainders of the Court ! 

I am gone. Exit l. 1. e.^ followed by I*isanio. 

Imogen. There cannot be a pinch in death 

More sharp than this is. 
CymEf.. disloyal thing, 
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That sliouldst repair my youth ; thou heapest 

A year's ^ge on me I 
Imogen. I beseech you, sir, 

Harm not yourself with your vexation ; 

I am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare 

Subdues all pangs, all fears. 
Cymbel. Past grace ? obedience ? 

Imogen. Past hope, and in despair ; that way, past grace. 
Cymbel. That mightst have had the sole son of my queen ! 
Imogen. blcss'd that I might not ! I chose an eagle, 

And did avoid a puttock. 
Cymbel. Thou took'st a beggar ; wouldst have made my 
throne 

A seat for baseneok 
Imogen. No ; I rather added 

A lustre to it 
Cymbel. 0, thou vile one I 

Imogen. Sir, 

It is your fault that I have luv'd Posthiimus : 

You bred him as my playfellow ; and he is 

A man worth any woman ; overbuys me 

Almost the sum he pays. 
Cymbel. What I art thou mad ? 

Imogen. Almost, sir: heaven restore me I Would I were 

A neat'herd's daughter! and my Leonatus 

Our neighbour shepherd's son I 

Be'enier Queen, r. u. e. 

Cymbel. (to the Queen) Thou foolish thing I 

They were again together : you have done 
Not after our command. Away with her. 
And pen her up. 

Queen. Beseech your patience : peace, 

Dear lady daughter, peace. Sweet sovereign. 
Leave us to oui'selves; and make yourself some 

comfort 
Out of your best advice. 

Cymbel. Nay, let her languish 

A drop of blood a day ; and being aged, 
Die of this folly 1 Exit Cymreline and Lords, b. 
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Enter Pisanio, l. 1 e. 

Queen. Fie I — ^you must give way : 

Here is your servant. — How now, sir ? What news ? 

PisAN. My lord your son drew on my master. 

Queen. Ha I 

No harm, I trust, is done ? 

PisAN. There might have been. 

But that my master rather play'd than fought, 
And had no help of anger : they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen. I am very glad on't. 

Imogen. Your eon's my father's friend : he takes his part, 
To draw upon an exiU ! — 0, brave sir 1 
I would they were in Afric both together; 
Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 
The goer-back. — Why came you from your master ? 

PisAN. On his command : He would not suffer me 
To bring him to the haven : left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to. 
When 't plcas'd you to employ me. 

Queen. This hath been. 

Your faithful servant : I dare lay mine honour. 
He will remain so. 

PiSAN. I humbly thank your highness. 

Queen. Pray, walk a while. Queen goes off] r. 

Imogen. About some half hour licncc, 

I pray yQU, speak with mo : you shall, at least, 
Go see my lord aboard : for this time, leave mo. 

Exeunt Imogen, r., Pisa mo, u 

Scene Secon*>. — A Hall (1st grooves) 

Enter Cloten, Madan, and Locrine, l. 

Cloten. Have I hurt him ? 

Madan. No, faith ! (aside) not so much as his patience. 
Cloten. The villain would not stand me. 
I would they had not come between us. 

Madan. (aside) So would I, till you had measured 
how long a fool you were upon the ground. 

Cloten. And that she should love this fellow, and 
refuse me I 
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Madan. {aside) If it be a sin to make a true election, 
she is damned. 

Cloten. Come, I'll to my cHamber. ' Woidd there had 
been some hurt done ! 

Madan. I wish not so ; unless it had been the fall of 
an ass, which is no great hurt, (aside) 

Cloten. You'll go with us ? 

LocRiNE. I'll attend your lordship. 

Cloten. Nay, come, let's go together. 

Madan. Well, my lord. Exeunt^ l. 

Scene Third. — A Room in Cymbeline*s Palace, 

Enter Imogen and Pisanio, l. 

Imogen. I would thou grcw'st unto the shores o' the haven, 
And question'dst every sail : if he should write, 
And I not have it, 'twere a paper lost. 
As offer'd mercy is. What was the last 
That he spake to thee ? 

Pisan. It was " His queen, his queen ! " 

Imogen. Then wav'd his handkerchief? 

Pisan. And kiss'd it, madam. 

Imogen. Senseless linen ! happier therein than 1 1 
And that was all ? 

Pisan. No, madam ; for so long 

As he could make me with his eye or ear 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove or hat or handkerchief 
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
Could best express how slow his soul sail'd on. 
How swift his ship. 

Imogen. Thou shouldst have made him 

As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pisan. Madam, so I did. 

Imogen. I would have broke mine eye-strings ; crack'd 
them, but 
To look upon him ; till the diminution 
Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle : 
Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from 
The smallness of a gnat to air ; and then '^ 
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Have turn'd mine eye, and wept. — But, good Pisanio, 
When shall we hear from him? 

PisAN. Be assured, madam, 

With his next vantage. 

Imogen. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him 
How I would think on him, at certain hours, 
Such thoughts, and such ; or I could make him swear 
The shes of Italy should not betray 
Mine interest and his honour; or have charged liim^ 
At the sixth hour of mom, at noon, at midnight. 
To encounter me with orisons, for then 
I am in heaven for him; or ere I could 
Give him that parting kiss, which I had set 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father, 
And like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 

Enter Helen, r. 

Helen. The queen, madam. 

Desires your highness' company. 
Imogen. Those things I bid you do, get them despatched— 

I will attend the queen. 
PxsAN. Madam, I shall. 

Exeunt Imogen and Helen, r., Pisanio, l. 

SceKI Fourth. — Rome. An Apartment in Pkilario^s House. 

PiiiLARio, Iachimo, and Lewis, a Frenchman, discovered 

lijing on couches at a banquet, 

Iach. (r.) Believe it, sir. I have seen him in Britain. 
He was then of a crescent note ; expected to prove so 
worthy as since he hath been allowed the name of; but I 
could then have looked on him without the help of admi- 
ration though the catalogue of his endowments had been 
tabled by his side, and I to peruse him by items. 

Philar. You speak of him when he was less fur- 
nished than now he is, with that which makes him both 
without and within. 

Lewis. I have seen him in France : we had very 
many there could behold the sun with as firm eyes as he. 

Iacjl Thitf matter of marrying his king's daughter. 
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(wherein he must be weighed rather by her value thau 
nis own,) words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the 
matter. 

Lewis. And then his banishment 

Iagh. Ay, and the approbation of those that weep this 
lamented divorce, under her colours, are wonderfully to 
extend him ; be it but to fortify her judgment, which 
else an easy battery might lay flat, for taking a beggar 
without less quality. But how comes it he is to sojourn 
with you ? How creeps acquaintance ? 

Philar. His father and I were soldiers together ; to 
whom I have been often bound for no less than my life ;— • 
Here comes the Briton. Let him be so entertained amongst 
you as suits with gentlemen of your knowing, is Sk 
stranger of his quality. 

Enter Posthumus, l. 

I beseech you all, be better known to this gentleman, 
whom I commend to you as a noble friend of mine. How 
worthy he is I will leave to appear hereafter, rather than 
story him in his own hearing. 

Lpwis. (c.) Sir, we have known together in Orleans. 

Post, (l.) Since when I have been debtor to you for 
courtesies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay still. 

Lewis. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindness. I was 
glad I did atone my countryman and you ; it had been 
pity you should have been put together with so mortal a 
purpose as then each bore, upon importance of so slight 
and trivial a nature. 

Post. By your pardon, sir, I was then a young travel- 
ler ; rather shunned to go even with what I heard, than 
in my every action to be guided by others' experiences; 
but, upon my mended judgment, (if I offend not to say it 
is mended,) my quarrel was not altogether slight. 

Lewis. 'Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 
swords ; and by such two that would, by all likelihood, 
have confounded one the other, or have fallen both. 

Iacu* Can we with manners, ask what was the difference. 

Lewis. Safely, I think: 't was a contention in public, 
which may without contradiction, suffer the report. It 
vvas much like an argument that fell ou^.W^.'k^^'^S^^^^ 
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each of us fell in praise of our country mistresses ; this 
gentleman at that time vouching, (and upon warrant of 
bloody affirmation,) his to be. more fair, virtuous, wise, 
chaste, constant-qualified, and less attemptible, than any 
the rarest of our ladies in France. 

Iach. That lady is not now living; or this gentleman's 
opinion, by this, worn out. 

Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my mind. 

Iach. You must not so far prefer her 'fore ours of Italy. 

PosT.'3eing so far provoked as I was in France, I 
would abate her nothing; though I profess myself her 
adorer, not her friend. 

Iach. (b. c.) As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in- 
hand comparison) had been something too fair, and too 
good for any lady in Britany. If she went before others 
I have, seen, as that diamond of yours outlustres many I 
have beheld, I could not but believe she excelled many ; 
but I have not seen the most precious diamond that is, 
nor you the lady. 

Post. I praised her as I rated her : so do I my stone. 

Iach. What do you esteem it at? 

Post. More than the world enjoys. 

Iach. Either your unparagoned mistress is dead, or 
she's outprized by a trifle. 

Post. You are mistaken : the one may be sold, or given, 
if there were wealth enough for the purchase, or merit 
for the gifl : the other is not a thing for sale, and only 
the gift of the gods. 

Iach. Which the gods have given you? 

Post. Which, by their gra<5es, I will keep. 

Iach. You may wear her in title yours : but you know 
how strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. Your 
ring may be stolen too : so, your brace of unprizable 
estimations, the one is but frail, and the other casual ; a 
cunning thief, or a that- way accomplished courtier, would 
hazard the winning both o^ first and last. 

Post, {crosses^ c.) Your Italy contains none so accom- 
plished a courtier to convince the honour of my mistress ; 
if, in the holding or the loss of that, you term her frail. 
I do nothing doubt you have store of thieves ; notwitlj* 
standing, I fear not my ring. 
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Philar. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy signior, I 
thank him, makes no stranger of me ; we are familiar at 
first. 

Iagh. With five times so much conversation I should 
get ground of your fair mistress ; make her go back, even 
to the yielding: had I admittance and opportunity to friend. 

Post. No, no. 

Iach. I dare, thereupon, pawn the moiety of my estate 
to your ring ; which, in my ppinion, overvalues it some- 
thing ; but I make my wager rather against your confidence 
than her reputation ; and, to bar your offence herein too, 
I durst attempt it against any lady iti the world. 

Post. You are a great deal abused in too bold a per* 
suasion ; and I doubt not you sustain what you're worthy 
of by your attempt. 

Iach. What's- that? 

Post. A repulse ; though your attempt, as you call it, 
deserve more — a punishment too. {places his hand on his 
9word) 

Philar. Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too 
suddenly ; let it die as it was born, and, I pray you, be 
better acquainted. 

Iach. Would I had put my estate, and my neighbour's, 
on the approbation of what I have spoke. 

Post. What lady would you choose to assail? • 

Iach. Yours ; whom in constancy you think stands so 
cafe. I will lay you ten tliousand ducats to vour ring, 
that, commend m© to the Court where your lady is, with 
310 more advantage than tt/.: opportunity of a second con- 
ference, and I will bring rrom thence that honour of her-s 
which you imagine so reserved. 

Post. I will wager against your gold, gold to it : my 
ring I hold dear as my finger; 'tis part of it 

Iach. You are afraid, and therein the wiser. If you 
"buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you cannot preserve 
it from tainting ; but I sec, you have some religion in 
you, that you foar. 

Post, This is but a custom in your tongue ; you bear 
fi graver purpose, I hope. 

Fach. I am the master of my speeches; and would 
undergo what's spoken, I swear. 
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Post. Will you? (I shall but lend my diamond till 
your return.) Let there be covenants drawn between us. 
My mistress exceeds in goodness the hugeness of your 
unworthy thinking ; I dare you to this matcli ; here's my 
ring. 

Philar. I will have it no lay. {advancing^ c.) 

Iach. By the gods it is one. If I bring you no suffi- 
cient testimony that I have enjoyed the dearest bodily 
part of your mistress, my ten thousand ducats are yours ; 
so is your diamond too. If I come off, and leave her in 
such honour as you have trust in, she your jewel, this 
your jewel, and my gold, are yours ; — ^provided I have 
your commendation for my more free entertainment. 

Post. I embrace these conditions ; let us have articles 
betwixt us ; — Only, thus far you shall answer. If you 
make your voyage upon her, and give me directly to 
understand you have prevailed, I am no further your 
enemy ; she is not worth our debate — If she remain un- 
seduced, (you not making it appear otherwise) for your 
ill opinion, and the assault you 4ftye made on her chastity, 
you shall answer me with your sword. 

Iach. Your hand; a covenant. We will have these 
things set down by lawful counsel, and straight away foi 
Britain ; lest the bargain should catch cold, and starve. 
I will fetch my gold, and have our two wagers recorded.' 

Post. Agreed. 

Exeunt Posthumus, Iachimo and Lewis, r 
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ACT IL 

Scene First. — Britain, A Room in CymheUne's Palac6 

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius, l. 

Queen. Whiles yet the dew^s on ground, gather tho 
flowers ; 

Make haste : Who has the note of them ? 
1st Lady. I, mada 

Queen. Despatch. Exeunt Ladies, 

NoWf master doctor, \vave 'you\iTo>i^\.\.VvQ^^ drugs 
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OBNE. Pleaseth your highness, ay : here they are, madam : 

{presenting & small box) 
But I beseech your grace, (without offence — 
My conscience bids me ask,) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languishing death ; 
But though slow, deadly ? 

UEEN. I wonder, doctor. 

Thou ask'st me such a Question. Have I not been 
Thy pupil long? Hast thou not learn'd me how 
To make perfumes? distil? preserve? yea, so, 
That our great king himself doth woo me oft 
For my confections ? I will try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, (but none human,) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their act ; and by them gather 
Their several virtues and effects. 

OBNE. Your highness 

Shall from this practice but make hard your heart : 
Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

UEEN. 0, content thee. 

{aside) Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon lii:^ 
Will I first work : he's for his master. 
And enemy to my son. 

Enter Pisanio, l. 

How now, PIsanio I 
Doctor, your service for this time is ended ; 
Take your own way. 
OBNE. (aside) I do suspect you, madam ; 

But you shall do no harm. 
UEEN. Hark thee, a word, (speaks to Pisanio, r. c.) 

obn£. (aside) I do not like her. She doth think slie has 
Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit, 
And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such damned nature. Those she has 
Will stupefy and dull the sense awhile ; but there 13 
No danger in what show of death it makes. 
More than the locking up the spirits a time^ 

o 
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To be more fresh, reviving. She is fooFd 
With a most false effect ; and I the truer 
So to be false with her. Exit, l. 

Queen. Weeps she still, say'st thou? Dost thou think 

in time 
She will not quench ; and let instructions enter 
Where folly now possesses? Do thou work : 
When thou shalt bring me word she loves my son, 
I'll tell thee, on the instant, thou art then 
As great as is thy master : 

{the Queen drops a box : Pisanio takes it uj)) 

Thou tak'st up 
Thou know'st not what ; but take it for thy labour, 
It is a thing I made, which hath the king 
Five times redeemed from death ; I do not know 
What is more cordial. — Nay, I pr'ythee, take it 3 
It is an earnest of a further good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 
The case stands with her ; do't, as from thyself. 
Think what a chance thou changest on ; but think 
Thou hast thy mistress still, — to boot, my son, 
Who shall take notice of thee : I 41 move the king 
To any shape of thy preferment, such 
As thou 'It desire ; and then myself, I chiefly. 
That set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women : 
Think on my words. 

Exit Pisanio, r.| 
A sly and constant knave ; 
Not to be shak'd : the agent for his master ; 
And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The handfast to her lord. — I have given him that, 
Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 
Of liegers for her sweet ; and which she, after. 
Except she bend her humour, shall be assur'd 
To taste of too. — So, so j— 

Re-enter Pisanio and Ladies, r. 

Well done, well doue f 
The violets, cowslips, and tii^ primroses, 
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Bear to my closet. — Fare thee well, PJsanio ; 
Think on my words. 

Exeunt Qu££n and Ladies, u 
PisAN, And shall do : 

But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 
I'll choke myself; there's all Til do for you. 

Exit, L. 

Scene Second. — ImogerCs Ante Chamber, 

Entef Imogen, c. through tapestry door^curlaina. 

Imogen. A father cruel, and a step- dame false ; 
A foolish suitor to a wedded lady. 
That hath her husband banish'd \ {sits, b. g.) 0, that 

husband I 
My supreme crown of grief ! and those repeated 
Vexations of it I Had I been thief-stolen, 
As my two brothers, happy I but most miserable 
Jz the desire that's glorious. Blessed be those. 
How mean soe'er, that have their honest wills. 
Which seasons comfort. — Who may this be ? Fie ! 

Enter Pisanio, preceding Iachimo, l. 

FiSAN. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome, 

Comes from my lord with letters. 
Iach. Change you^ madam ? 

The worthy Leonatus is in safety. 

And greets your highness dearly (presents a letter) 
Imogen. Thanks, good sir : 

You're kindly welcome. 
Iach. (aside) All of her that is out of door, most rich I 

If she be funiish'd with a mind so rare. 

She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I 

Have lost the wager. Boldness, be my friend ! 

Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! 

Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying fight ; 

Rather, directly fly. 
Imogen, (reads) " lie is one of the noblest note, to 
whose kindness I am most infinitely tied. Reflect upoa 
him accordingly, as you value your trust. — Leonatus, 

So far I read aloud ; 
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But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warmed by the rest, and takes it thankfully. 
You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 
Have words to bid you ; and shall find it so 
In all that I can do. 

Iacii. Thanks, faiiost lady {speaking apart) 

What I are men mad? Hath nature given them eyes 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of sea and land, which can distinguish 'twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd stones 
Upon the numbered beach ? and can we not 
Partition make with, rpcctacles so precious 
'Twixt fair and f^C^JlP 

Imogen, (looking at him enquiringly/) What makes your 
admiration? 

Iach. It cannot be i' the eye ; for apes and monkeys, 
'Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way and 
Contemn with mows the other. Nor i' the j udgment ; 
For idiots, in this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definite ; nor i* the appetite ; 
Sluttery, to such neat excellence opposed, 
Should make desire vomit emptiness, 
Not so allur'd to feed. 

Imogen. What is the matter, trow ? 

Iach. (not remarking her) The cloyed will, 

(That satiate and yet unsatisfied desire. 
That tub both filled and running,) ravening first 
The lamb, longs after for the garbage. 

Imogen. What, dear sir, 

Thus raps you? Are you well? 

Iach. Thanks, madam ; well {to Pisanio) Beseech you, 
sir, desire 
My man's abode where I did leave him ; he 
Is strange and peevish. 

Pisan. I was going, sir, 

To give him welcome. 

Exit Pisanio, l. 

Imogen. Continues well, ray lord? Hisheaith, beseech yoii? 

Iach. Well, madam. 

Imogen. Is he disposed to mirth? I hope he is. 

Iacii, E^^ceeding pleasant ; non? a stranger therg 
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So merry and so gamesome : he is call'd 

The Briton reveller. 
Imogen. "When he was here 

He did incline to sadness ; and ofttimes 

Not knowing why. 
Iach. ^^ ^ I never saw him sad. 

There is a Frenchman his companion, one 

An eminent monsieur, that, it seem/^ much loves 

A Gallian girl at home : he furnaces 

The thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton 

(Your lord, I mean) laughs from's free lungs, 
cries "01 

Can my sides hold, to think that man, — ^who knows, 

By history, report, or his own proof, 

What woman is, yea, what she cannot choose 

But must be, — ^will his free hours languish for 

Assured bondage ?" 
Imogen. Will my lord say so ? 

Iach. Ay, madam ; with his eyes in flood with laughter. 

It is a recreation to be by. 

And hear him mock the Frenchman. But heavens 
know, ^^ 

Some men are much to blame. 
Imogen. Not he, I hope. 

Iach. Not he : but yet heaven's bounty towards him might 

Be us'd more thankfully. In himself, 'tis much ; 

In you— which I account his, beyond all talents — 

Whilst I am bound to wonder, I am bound 

To pity toa 
Imogen. What do you pity, sir ? 

Iach. Two creatures, heartily. 
Imogen. Am I one, sir ? 

You look on me. What wreck discern you in me 

Deserves your pity? 
Iach. Lamentable ! What I 

To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace 

I' the dungeon by a snuff? 
Imogen. ^ I pray you, sir, 

Deliver with more openness your ansAvers 

To my demands. Why do you pity me ? 
Iach. That others d0| 
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I was about to say— enjoy your But 

It is an office of the gods t» venge it, 
Not mine to speak on't. 

Imogen. You do seem to know 

Something of me, or what concerns me. Pray you, 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be sure they do : for certainties 
Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing, 
The remedy then born,) discover to me 
What both you spur and stop. 

Iach. Had I this cheek. 

To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch, 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it only here : should I {damned then) 
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
That mount the Capitol : join gripes with hands 
) Made hard with hourly falsehood (falsehood, as 
With labour) ; then, bo-peeping in an eye. 
Base and uiilustrous as the smoky light 
That 's fed with stinking tallow ! it were fit 
That all the plagues of hell should at one timo 
Encounter such revolt. 

Imogen. My lord, I fear, 

Has forgot Britain. 

Iach. And himself. Not I, 

Inclined to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change ; but His your graces 
That, from my mutest conscienoey to my tongue. 
Charms this report out. 

Imogen. Let me hear no more, (passes over to l.) 

Iach. Oh, dearest soul I your cause doth strike my heart 
With pity that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fastened to an empery. 
Would make the greatest king double,— to be part« 

ner'd 
With tomboys, hir'd with that self- exhibition 
Which your own coffers yield ! Be reveng'd, 
Or she that bore you was no queeii| and you 
Becoil from your great stock* 
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ifOGEN. Revenged 1 

How sbould I be reveng'd ? If this be true, 
(As I have such a heart that both mine ears 
Must not in haste abuse), if it be true, 
How shall I be Tevenged ? 

ACH. Should he make me 

Live like Diana's priest, betwixt cold sheets, 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps. 
In your despite, upon your purse? Revenge it 
I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 
More noble than the runagate to your bed ; 
And will continue fast to your affection, 
Still close, as sure. 

MOGEN. . What ho, Pisanio ! 

ACH. Let me my service tender on your lips, 

BffOGEN. Away !-^I do condemn mine ears that have 
So long attended thee. — If thou wert honourable, 
Thoi: wouldst have told this tale for virtue, not 
For such an end thou seek'st ; as base as strange. 
Thou wrongest a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and 
Solicit'st here a lady that disdains 
Thee and the devil alik^. {crosses, tu) What, hoi 

Pisanio I — 
The king my father shall be made acquainted 
Of thy assault ; if lie shall think it fit, 
A saucy stranger, in his Court, to mart 
As in a Romish stew, and to expound 
His beasUy mind to us ; — he hath a Court 
He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not respects at all. {crosses behind to l.) What 
ho, Pisanio ! 

ICH. happy Leonatus f I may say, ^ 

The credit that thy lady hath of thee 
Deserves thy trust ; and thy most perfect goodness 
Her assur'd credit! — Blessed live you Ipngl 
A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever 
CounUy call'd his I and you his mistress only 
For the most worthiest fitl Give me your pardon. 
I have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted; and shall make your lord 
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That which he is, new o*er. And he is one 
The truest mannered ; such a holy witch, 
That he enchants societies unto him ; 
Half all men's hearts are his. 

Imogen. You make amends. 

Iach. He sits 'mongst men, like a descended god ; 
He hath a kind of honour sets him off, 
More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry, 
Moot mighty princess, that I have adventured 
To try your taking of a false report : which hath 
Honoured with confirmation your great judgment 
In the election of a sir so rare. 
Which you know, cannot err. The love I bear him 
Made me to fan you thus ; but the gods made you. 
Unlike all others, chaff-less. Pray, your pardon. 

{kneels) 

Imogen. All's well, sir. Take my power i' the Court for 
yours. {passes to r.) 

Iach. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot 
To entreat your grace but in a small request, 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord, myself, and other noble friends, 
Are partners in the business. 

Imogen. • Pray, what is't? 

Iach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 

(The best feather of our wing,) have mingled sums. 

To buy a present for the emperor ; 

Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 

In France. 'Tis plate, of rare device ; and jewels, 

Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great ; 

And I am something curious, being strange. 

To have them in safe stowage. May it please you 

To take them in protection? 

Imogen. Willingly ; 

And pawn mine honour for their safety ; since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my bed-chamber. 

Iach. ^^ They are in a trunk, 

Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for thi9 night; 
I must aboard to-morrow* 



SC. 3 J CTMBELINB. S3 

Imogen. 0, no, no. 

Iach. Yes, I beseech ; or I shall short my word, 
By lengthening my return. From Gallia 
I crossed the seas on purpose and on promise 
To see your grace. 

Imogen. I thank you for your pains ; 

But not away to-morrow I 

Iach. 0, I must, madajn : 

Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night : 
I have outstood my time ; which is material 
To the tender of our present 

Imogen. I will write. 

Send your trunk to me ! it shall safe be kept, 
And truly yielded you ; you are very welcome. 

Exeunt Imogen, c. and Iachimo, l. 

Scene Third. — Court before Cymheline's Palace* 

Enter Cloten, Madan and Pjsanio, r. 

Cloten. Was there ever man had such luck ! *when 
I kissed the jack, upon an upcast to be hit away ! I 
had a hundred pound on't : And then a whoreson jack- 
anapes must take me up for swearing ; as if I borrowed 
mine oaths of him, and might not spend them at my pleasure. 

Mi^DAN. (l.) What got he by that? You have broke his 
pate with your bowl. 

PisAN. (r., aside) If his wit had been like him that 
broke it, it would have ran all out. 

Cloten. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it is 
not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths ; Ha ? 

PiSAN. No, my lord ; (aside) nor crop the ears of them. 

Cloten. Whoreson dog I I give him satisfaction ? 
Would he had been one of my rank I 

PisAN. (aside) To have smelt like a fool. 

Clwen. I am not vexed more at anything in the earth. 
A plague on't I I had rather not be so noble as I am. 
They dare not fight with me, because of the queen my 
mother; every jack slave hath his belly -full of figliting, 
and I must go up and down like a cock that nobody can 
match. 
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Madan. It is not fit your lordship should undertake! 
every companion that you give offence to. 

Cloten. No, I know that ; but it is fit I should commit 
oft'cnce to my inferiors. 

PisAN. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only. 
Cloten. Why, so I say. 

Madan. Did you hear of a stranger that's come to 
Court to-night? 
Cloten. A stranger! and I not know on't! 
Fisan. {aside) He's a strange fellow himself, and knows 
it not. 

Madan. There's an Italian come; and, 'tis thought, 
one of Leonatus' friends. 

Cloten. Leonatus ! a banished rascal ; and he's another, 
whatsoever he be; Who told you of this stranger? ' 
Madan, One of your lordship's pages. 
Cloten. Is it fit I went to look upon him ? Is there 
no derogation in't? 

Madan. You cannot derogate, my lord. 
Cloten. Not easily, I think. {crosses^ r.) 

PxsAN. {aside) You are a fool, granted ; therefore your 
issues, being foolish, do not derogate. 

Cloten. Come, I'll go see this Italian. What I havo 
lost to-day at bowls, I'll win to-night of him. Come, go. 

Exeunt Cloten and Madan, l, 
PiSAN. (r.) That such a crafty devil as is his mother 
Should yield the world this ass ! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son 
Cannot take two from twenty, for his heart. 
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess. 
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'st I 
Betwixt a father by thy step-dame governed ; 
A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer. 
More hateful than the foul expulsion is 
Of thy dear husband. From that horrid act 
Of the divorce he'd make, the heavens hold firm 
The walls of thy dear honour ; keep unshak'd 
That temple, thy fair mind ; that thou miEiy'st stand, 
Tp enjoy thy banish'd lord^ and this great land I 
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Scene Fourth. — A Bed Chamber; a candelabra with 

^* Hffht, R. / a bed, r. c. ; a chair and table, l. c. ; a large 

trunk, up stage, l. c. 
ui 

Imogen, reading in bed, r. c. ; Helen attending, playing 

a harp, seated at a table, l. c. 

Imogen. Who's there ? my woman Helen ? 

*♦ Helen. Please you, madam. 

Imogen, What hour Is it ? 
Helen* Almost midnight, madam. 

"5 Imogen. I have read three hours then ; mine eyes are weak ; 
Fold down the leaf where I have left. To bed ; 

t Take not away the taper, leave it burning ; 

And if thou canst awake by four o' the clock, 
I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath seized me AvliolJy. 

Exit Helen, l. 
To your protection I commend me, gods I 
From fairies, and the tempters of the night. 
Guard me, beseech ye I 

(sleeps — Music — Iachimo appears from the trunk) 
Iach. The crickets sing, and man's o'er-laboured sense 
Repairs itself by rest. Our Tarquin thus 
Did softly press the rushes, ere he waken'd 
The chastity he wounded. Cytherea, 
How bravely thou becom'st thy bed I fresh lily ! 
And whiter than the sheets ! That I might touch ! 
But kiss ; one kiss I Eubies unparagoned. 
How dearly they do't. 'Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thua The flame o' the taper 
Bows towards her ; and would under-peep her lids, 
To see the enclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows, white and azure, lac'd 
With blue of heaven's own tinct. — But my design, 
To note the chamber, I will write all down : 
Such and such pictures : — there the window : such 
The adornment of her bed : — The arras, figures. 
Why, such, and such, : — And the contents o' the stoiy. 
Ah, but some natural notes about her body 

, Above ten thousand meaner movables 

Would testify, to enrich mine invcntoiy. 

,4 Oh, sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her ! 
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And be her sense but as a monument, 

Thus in a chapel lying I— Come off, come off ; {taking 

off* her bracelet) 
As slippery, as the Gordian inot was hard I 
*Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly, 
As strongly as the conscience does within, 
To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
I' the bottom of a cowslip. Here 's a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make : this secret 
Will force him think T have pick'd the lock, and ta'en 
The treasure of her honour. No more. — To what end ? 
Why should I write this down, that 's riveted. 
Screwed to my menory ? She hath been reading late 
The tale of Tereus ; here the leaf 's tum'd down 
Where Philomel gave up ; — I have enough : 
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 
Swift, swift, you dragons of the night, that dawning 
May bare the raven^s eye I I lodge in fear ; 
Though this a heavenly an gel, hell is here, {clock strikes) 
One, two, three, — Time, time, (goes into the trunk — 

music ceases — the Scene closes) 

Scene Fifth. — Without the Palace, under Imogen^ » 
' Apartment 

Enter Cloten and Madan, l. 

Madan. Your lordship is tlie most patient man in less, 
the most coldest that ever turned up ace. 

Cloten. It would make any man cold to lose. 

Madan. But not every man patient after the noble 
temper of your lordship. You are most hot and furiouj 
when you win. 

Cloten. Winning will put any man into courage. If| 
I could get this foolish Imogen,! sliould have gold enougli.- 
It's almost morning, isH not ? 

Madan. Day, my lord. 

Cloten. I would this music would come* I am advised! 
to give her music o' mornings ; they say it will penetrate. I 

Enter Musicians and Singers, r. 

Come on; tune. — ^We'U try with tongue too: if noi 
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will do, let her remain ; but I'll never give o'er. First, 
a very excellent good-conceited thing ; after, a wonderful 
sweet air, with admirable rich words to it, — and then 
let her consider. 

Song, 

J Hark I hark I the lark at heaven's gate sings. 
And Phoebus 'gins arise, 
His steeds to water at those springs 
On chaliced flowers that lies ; 
And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes ; 
With everything that pretty iS| 
My lady sweet, arise : 

Arise, arise. 

Cloten. So get you gone. If this penetrate, I will 
consider your music the better ; if it do not, it is a vice 
in her ears, which horse-hairs and calves'-gut to boot, can 
never amend. Exeunt Musicians, k. 

Madan. Here comes the king. 

Cloten. I am glad I was up so late ; for that's the 
reason I was up so early. He cannot choose but take this 
service I have done, fatherly. 

Enter Cymbeltne and Queen and Attendants, r. 

Good-morrow to your majesty, and to my gracious mother. 

CvMBEL. Attend you here the door of our stern daughter? 
Will she not forth ? 

Cloten. I have assailed her with music, but she vouch' 
safes no notice. 

Cymbel. The exile of her minion is too new ; 

She hath not yet forgot him : some more time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And then she's yours. 

Queen. ,. You are most bound to the king, 

Who lets go by no vantages that may 
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourself 
To orderly solicits ; and, be friended 
With aptness of the season, make denials 
Increase your services ; so seem, as if 
You were inspired to do those duties which 
You tender to her^ that you in all obey her, 
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Save when command to your dismission tends, 
And therein you are senseless. 
Cloten, Senseless? not so. 

Enter JPisanio, r. 

Mess. So like yon, sir, ambassadors from Rome ; 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cymbel. a worthy fellow, 

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; 
But that's no fault of his. We must receive him 
According to the honour of his sender ; 
And towards himself, his goodness forespent on us, 
We must extend our notice. Our dear son. 
When you have given good morning to your mistress, 
Attend the queen and us ; we shall have need 
To employ you towards this Roman. Come, our queen. 
Exeunt Cymbeline, Queen, Lords, and Pisanio, r. 

Cloten. If she be up, I'll speak with her ; if not. 

Let her lie still and dream. — By your leave, ho I [calls) 

1 know her women are about her. — What 

If I do line one of their hands? Tis gold 

Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and makes 

Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up 

Their deer to the stand o' the stealer; and 'tis gold 

Which makes the true man kill'd, and saves the thief; 

Nay, sometime, hangs both thief and true man. — What 

Can it not do, and undo ? I will make 

One of her women lawyer to me ; for 

I yet not understand the case mysel£ 

By your leave, [knocks) 

Enter Helen, l. 

Helen. Who's there that knocks? 

Cloten. A gentleman. 

Helen. No more? 

Cr.oTEN. Yes, and a gentlewoman's son. 

Helen. That's more 

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours, 
Can justly boast of. What's your lordship's pleasure ? 

Oloten. Your lady's i)erson. Is she ready ? 

Helen. Ayi 

To keep her chamber* 
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Cloten. There is gold for you ; sell me your good report. 
Helen. How ! my good name ? or to report of you 
What I shall think is good? — The princess— 

Enter Imogen, l., Helen goes off^ l. 

Cloten. Qood^morrow, fairest sister, your sweet hand. 

Imogen. -Good-morrow, sir. You lay out too much pains 
For purchasing but trouble ; the thanks I give 
Is telling you that I amjpioor of thanks, 
And scarce can spare thdm. 

Cloten. Still, I swear I love you. 

Imogen. If you but said so, 'twere as deep with me. 
If you swear still, your recompense is still 
That I regard it not. 

Cloten. This is no answer. 

Imogen. But that you shall not say I yield, being silent, 
I would not speak. I pray you spare me ; faith 
I shall unfold equal discourtesy ^ 

To your best kindness ; one of your great know In 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 

Cloten. To leave you in your madness, 'twere my sin. 
I will not. 

Imogen. Fools cure not mad folks. 

Cloten. Do you call me fool ? 

Imogek, As I am mad, I do. 

If youHl be patient, I'll no more be mad. 
That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir. 
You put me to forget a lady's manners, 
By being so verbal; and learn now, for all, 
That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce. 
By the very truth of it, I care not for you. 

Cloten. You sin against 

Obedience, which you owe your father. For 
The contract you pretend with that base wretch, 
(One bred of alms, and foster'd with cold dishes, 
With scraps o' the Court,) it is no contract, none. 
And though it be allow'd in meaner parties, 
Yet who than he more mean ?) to knit their souls 
On whom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary) in self-figur'd knot. 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by 
The oonsec[uence o' the crown j and must not aoi\ 
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The precious note of it with a base slavoi 
A hilding for a livery, a squire's cloth, 
A pantler, — ^not so eminent. 
Imogen. Profane fellow I 

Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more 
But what thou art besides, thou wert too base 
To be his groom; thou wert dignified enough, 
Even to the point of envy, if 'twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be styled 
The under-hangman of his kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferred so well. 
Cloten. The south-fog rot him I 

Imogen. He never can meet more mischance than come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meanest garment, 
That ever hath but clipp'd his body, is dearer, 
In my respect, than all the hairs above thee, 
Were they ail made such men. — How now ? Pisanio! 

Enter Pisanio, u 
Cloten. His garment ? Now, the devil- 



Imogen. To Helena, my woman, hie thee presently, 

Cloten, His garment? 

Imogen. I am sprited with a fool; 

Frighted, and anger' d worse. — Go, bid my woman 

Search for a jewel, that too casually 

Hath left mine arm ; it was thy master's : 'shrew me, 

If I would lose it for a revenue 

Of any king's in Europe. I do think 

I saw 't this morning ; confident I am 

Last night 'twas on my arm ; I kiss'd it j 

I hope it be not gone, to tell my lord 

That I kiss ought but he. 
Pisanio. 'Twill not be lost. 

Imogen. I hope so ; go and search. Exit Pisanio, l. 

Cloten. You have abus'd me : — 

" His meanest garment?'* 
Imogen. Ay ; I said so, sir : 

If you will make't an action, call witness to't. 
Cloten. I will inform your father, 
Imogen. Your mother too ; 

She's my good ladjr; and will conceive, I hope, 
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But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir, 
To the worst of discontent. Exit. l. 

Cloten. 141 be reveng'd. — 

" His meanest garment ?"— Well. Exit, r. 

Scene Sixth. — Rome, An Apartment in Philario^a 
House, as before {ivithout the banquet). 

Enter Posthumus and Philario, l. 

Post. Fear it not, sir; I would I were so sure 
To win the king, as I am bold her honour 
Will remain, hers. 

PiiiLAR. What means do you make to him ? 

Post. Not any ; but abide the change of time ; 
Quake in the present winter's state, and wish 
That warmer days would come. In these sear*d hopes, 
I barely gratify your love ; they failing, 
I must die much your debtor. 

PuiLAR. Your very goodness, and your company, 
Overpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus. Caius Lucius 
Will do his commission thoroughly : and, I think. 
He'll grant the tribute, send the arrearages, 
Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh io their grief. 

Post. I do believe, 

(Statist though I am none, nor like to be,^ 
That this will prove a war ; and you shall hear 
The legions, now in Gallia, sooner landed 
In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more ordered, than when Julius Caaar 
Smird at their lack of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at : their discipline 
(Now mingled with their courages) will make known 
To their approvers, they are people such 
That mend upon the world. 

Enter Iachimo, l. 

Philar. Seel lachimol 

Post. The swiftest harts have posted you by land ; 
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And winds of all the comers kiss'd your sailSi 

To make your vessel nimble. 
Philar. Welcome, sir. 

Post. I hope the briefness of your answer made 

The speediness of your return. 
Iacii. Your lady 

Is one of the fairest that I have looked upon. 
Post. And therewithal the best ; or let hor beauty 

Look through a casement to allure false li^nrts, 

And be false with them. 
Iacii. Here are letters for you 

Post. Their tenour good, I trust 
Iach. 'Tis very like. 

Philar. (l.) Was Caius Lucius in the Britain Court 

When you were there ? 
Iacii. He was expected then, 

But not approach'd. 
Post. All is well yet. 

Sparkles this stone as it was wont? or isH not 

Too dull for your good wearing? 
Iacii. If I had lost it, 

I should have lost the worth of it in gold. 

I'll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 

A second night of such sweet shortness, which 

Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won. 
Post. The stone's too hard to come by. 
Iacii. Not a whit| 

Your lady being so easy. 
Post. Make not, sir, 

Your loss yottr sport ; I hope you know that we 

Must not continue friends. 
Iacii. ^ Good sir, we must, 

If you keep covenant. Had I not brought 

The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant 

We were to question farther ; but I now 

Profess myself the winner of her honour. 

Together with your ring, and not the wronger 

Of her, or you, having proceeded but 

By both your wills. 
Post. If you can make't apparent 

That you have tasted ber in bed, my hand| 
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And ring, is yours : if not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour gains or loses, 
Your sword or mine ; or masterless leaves both 
To who shall find them. 

Iach. Sir, my circumstances 

Being so near the truth as I will make them, 
Must first induce yon to believe ; whose strength 
I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not, 
You'll give me leave to spare, when you shall f nd 
You need it not. 

Post. Proceed. 

Iach. First, her bed-chamber,—^ 

i Where I confess, I slept not ; but profess, 
lad that was well worth watching) it was hanged 
With tapestry of silk and silver ; the story, 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 
And Cydnus swelled above the banks, or for 
The press of boats, or pride : a piece of work 
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 
In workmanship and value ; which I wondered. 
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought, 
Since the true life on*t was 

Po«iT. This is true ; 

And this you might have heard of here, by mo, 
Or by some other. 

Iacu. More pa.lrculars 

Must justify my knowledge. 

Post. So they mu8t| 

Or do your honour injury. 

Iach. The chimney 

Is south the chamber; and the chimney piccCi 
Chaste Dian, bathing ; never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves ; the cutter 
Was as another Nature, dumb ; outwent her, 
Motion and breath left out. 

Post. ^ This is a thing 

Which you might from relation likewise reap; 
Being, as it is, much spoke of. This is her honour f— 
Let it be granted you have seen all this, (and praisi 
Be given to your remembrance,^ the description 
Of what is in her chamber nothmg savea 
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The wager you have laid. 

Iacii. {pulling out the bracelet) Then if you can, 

Be pale ; I beg but leave to air this jewel. Seo I 
And now 'tis up again. It must be married 
To that your diamond ; I'll keep them. 

Post. *:..^ Jove! 

Once more let me behold it. Is it that 
AVhich I left with her ? 

Iacii. Sir, (I thank her) that ; 

She stripped it from her arm ; I sec her yet ; 
Her pretty action did outsell her gift, 
And yet enriched it too. She gave it me, 
And said she priz'd it once. 

Post. . May be she pluck'd it off 

To send it me. 

I^cii. She writes so to you? doth she? 

Post. 0, no, no, no I tis true. Here, take this too : 
{gives the ring) It is a basilisk unto mine eye, 
Kills me to look on't. Let there be no honour 
Where there is beauty; truth, where semblance; love, 
Where there's another man. The vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made. 
Than they are to their virtues ; which is nothing ;— 
0, above measure false! {Qrosses, l.) 

PiiiLAR. {advancing, c.) Have patience, sir, 
And take your ring again ; 'tis not yet won. 
It may be probable she lost it ; or 
Who knows if one of her women, being corrupted, 
Hath stolen it from her ? 

Post. Very true ; 

And so I hope he came by't : — Back my ring ; 

{crosses^ c) 
Render to me some corporal sign about her, 
More evident than this ; for this was stoFn. 

Iacii. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Post. Hark you, he swears ; by Jupiter, he swears. 
'Tis true ; nay, keep the ring — 'tis true, I am sure 
She would not lose it. Her attendants are 
All sworn, and honourable : — They induc'd to steal illi 
And by a stranger I — No, he hath enjoy'd her. 
The cognizance of her incontinencj 
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Is thig, — she hath bought the name of whore thus dearly. 

There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell 

Divide themselves between you I (crosses, l.) 
3iLAR.^ ^ I Sir, be patient I 

This is not strong enough to be believ'd 

Of one persuaded well of 

>ST, Never talk on 't ; 

She hath been false with him. 
kCH. If you seek 

For further satisfying, under her breast 

(Worthy the pressing) lies a mole, right proud 

Of that most delicate lodging. You do remember 

This stain upon her ? 
GST. Ay, and it doth confirm 

Another stain, as big as hell can hold, 

Were there no more but it. 
VCH. Will you hear more? 

osT. Spare your arithmetic ; never count the turns ; 

Once, and a million I 

icn. I'll be sworn, 

OST. No swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done't, you lie ; 

And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 

Thou hast made me wittold. 
iCH. I'll deny nothing. 

osT. 0, that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal I 

I will go there, and do't ; i' the Court ; before 

Her father : — I'll do something — 
Exit PosTiiuMUS, followed by Iachimo and Philario, l. 

Scene Seventh.* — Another Room in the same. 

.EJn/er PosTiiUMUs, n. 

osT. Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Must be half workers ? Yet my mother seem'd 
The Dian of that time ; so doth my wife 
The nonpareil of this, — vengeance, vengeance ! 
I thought her 

As chaste as unsunn'd snow : — 0, all the devils ! — 
This yellow Iachimo, in an hour, — was't not? — 



* Omitted at Dmry Laijet, 



48 CTMBELINB. [ACT 3r 

Of less,— at first. — Could I find out 

The woman's part in me I For there's no motion 

That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 

It is the woman's part. Be it lying, note it, 

The woman's ; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers ; 

Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers ; revenges, hers; 

Ambitions, oovetings, change of prides, disdain, 

Nice longings, slanders, mutability 

All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows, 

Why, hers, in part or all; but rather all ; 

For ev'n to vice 

They are not constant^ but are changing still 

One vice but of a minute old, for one 

Not half so old as that. I'll write against them. 

Detest them, curse them. — Yet 'tis greater skill 

In a true hate, to pray they have their will ; 

The very devils cannot plague them better. 

END OP ACT THE SECOND. 



ACT III. 

Scene Fibst. — Britain, A Boom of State in Cymbelinii 

Palace, — Flourish, 

Cymbeltne, and Queen, on throne^ l., Cloten, seated dk 
stool, c, Lords, and Guards, Caius Lucius, Officer 
a7id Attendants, l. 

Cymbel. (l. c.) Now say, what would Augustus Caestf 
with us ? 

Lucirs. (r. c.) When Julius Caesar (whose remembrancj 
yet 
Lives in men's eyes ; and will to ears and tongues 
Be theme and hearing ever) was in this Britain, 
And conquer'd it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, 
(Famous in Caesar's praises, no whit less 
Than in his feats deserving it,) for him, 
And his succession, granted Rome a tribute. 
Yearly three thousand pounds j which by thee latdf 
Is left untepder'd, 
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jEEN. (l.) And, to kill the marvel| 

Shall be so ever. 

^otEN. (c.) There be many Caesars, 

Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself ; and we will nothing pay 
For wearing op* owr noses. 

UEEN. That opportunity, 

Which then t\*tsy had to take from us, to resume 
We have again. — Remember, sir, my liege, 
The kings your ancestors ; together with 
The natural bravery of your isle, which stands 
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unscalable, and roaring waters ; 
With sands that will not bear your enemies' boats. 
But suck them up to the top-mast. A kind of conquest 
Cjesar made here ; but made not here his brag 
Of camej and saw, and overcame. With shame 
'The first that ever touched him) he was carried 
From off our coast, twice beaten. For joy whereof, 
The fam'd Cassibelan, who was once at point 
(0, giglot fortune I) to master Cnsar's sword. 
Made Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright. 
And Britons strut with courage. 
Cloten. Why tribute? why should we pay tribute? 

f Cs&sar can hide the sun from us with a blanket, or 

ut the moon in his pocket, we will pay him tribute for 

ight ; else, sir, no more tribute, pray you now. 

)tmbel. You must know, 

Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This tribute from us, we were free : Ceesar's ambitioni 
Did put the yoke upon ns ; which to shake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Csesar, 
Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain'd our laws ; (whose use the sword of Csesar 
Hath too much mangled ;) whose repair and franchise 
Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed. 
Though Rome be therefore angry. 

jUOTCS. I am sorry, Cymbcllne, 

That I am to pronounce Augustus Csesar 
fCaesar that hath more kings his servants thar* 
Thyself domestic officers) thine enemy: 
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Receive it from me, then : — War and confusion, 
In Caesar's name pronounce I 'gainst thee : look 
For fury not to be resisted. — ^Thus defied, 
I thank thee for myself. 
Cloten. {rises) His majesty bids you welcome. Mai 
pastime with us a day, or two, or longer. If you seek 
afterwards in other terms, you shall find us in our sai 
water girdle ; if you beat us out of it, it is yours ; if yi 
fall in the adventure, our crows shall fare the better f 
you ; and there's an end. 

Lucius. So, sir. 
Cymbel. I know your master's pleasure, and he mine. 
All the remain is, welcome. 

{Flourish — Tableau^ and closed in \ 

Scene Second. — Another Room in the Palace. 

Enter Pisanio, l., reading a letter. 

t^iSAK. How ! of adultery? Wherefore write you mot 
What monster's her accuser? — Leonatusl 
Oh, master \ what a strange infection 
Is fallen into thy ear I What false Italian 
(As poisonous-tongued as handed) hath prevail'd 
On thy too ready hearing ? — Disloyal ? No. 
She's punish'd for her truth ; and undergoes, 
More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults 
As would take in some virtue, — Oh, my master I 
Thy mind to her is now as low as were 
Thy fortunes. — How I that I should murtber her? 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which I 
Have made to thy command? — I, her? — ^her bloo 
If it be so to do good service, never 
Let me be counted serviceable. How look I, 
That I should seem to lack humanity 
So much as this fact comes to? — " Do't. The leH 
That I have sent her, by her own command 
Shall give the opportunity." — damn'd paper ! 
Black as the ink tliat's on thee ! Senseless bauli 
Art thou a feodary for this act, and look'st 
So virgin-like without? Lo, here she comes, 
I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 
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Enter Imogen, l. 

r MOGEN. How now, Pisanio ? 

PisAN. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 

Imogen. Who? thy lord? that is my lord — Lconatua? 
0, leam'd indeed were th^t astronomer 
That. knew the stars as I his characters; 
He'd lay the future open. — You good go( 
Let what is here contained relish of love, 
Of my lord's health, of liis content, — yet h 
That we too are ^sunder. Jet that grieve hi 
(Some griefs are hled'cinable;) ihat is oncr| 
For it doth pb^sio lave ;— of his content, 
All but in that! — Good wax, thy leave. — ] 
You bees ^at make these locks of eounscl ! jSivetB^ 
And mon in dangerous bonds, pray not alike ; 
Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet 
' You'ciafep young Cupid's tables. — Good news, gods! 

{reads) 

" Justice, and your father's wrath, sliould he take me 
. in his dominion, could not be so cruel to me, an you, 
^ the dearest of creatures, would even renew me with your 
' eyes. Take notice that I am in Cambria, at MQford- 

Haven. What your own love will out of this advijie you, 
- follow. So, he wishes you all happiness, that remains 

loyal to his vow, and your increasing in love, 
"' . '* Leonatus Posthumus." 

^ 0, for a horse with wings I — Ilear'st thou, Pisanir ? 

He is at Milford-IIaven. Read, and tell me 
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ? — Then, true Pisanio, 
nVho longest, like me, to see thy lord; who long st-' 
0, let me 'bate, — but not like me : — yet long'st,— 
But in a fainter kind : — 0, not like me ; 
For mine's beyond beyond), say, and spoak thick, 
(Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearingi 
To the smothering of the sense,) how far it 13 
To this Mmo. biased Milford And by the way, 
-Tell mo bow 'W'alei was made so happy, as 

^ To inherit such a fiaveiL But, first of all, 

How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gap 
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That we shall make in time, from our lieuce-going 
And our return, to excuse : — but first, how get hence. 
Why should excuse be bom or e*er begot ? 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, speak. 
How many score of miles may we well ride 
'Twixt hour and hour ? 

PiSAN. One score 'twixt sun and sun, 

Madam, *s enough for you ; and too much too. 

Imogen. Why, one that rode to 's execution, man, 

Could never go so slow. I have heard of riding 

wagers, 
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i' the clock's behalf : — But this is foolery. 
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness, say 
She '11 home to her father ; and provide me, presently, 
A riding suit ; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin'E housewife. 

PisAN. Madam, you're best consider. 

Imogen. I see before me, man; nor here, nor here, 
Nor what ensues, but have a fog in them. 
That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee; 
Do as I bid thee. There's no more to say I 
Accessible is none but Milford way. Exeunt^ l 

BcENE Third. — Wales, A mount amous country^ with fli 

Care, l. c. to 3 e. 

Belarius appears at the entrance of the Cave^ followd 
hy GuiDERius, and Arvi»agus, clothed in skinSy wiA 
hunting spears. 

Belar. a goodly day nog to keep house with such 

Whose roofs as low as ours. Stoop, boys : this gati 
Instructs you how to adore the heavens; and bows yoi 
To a morning's holy office. The gates of monarchi 
Are arch'd so high that giants may get through 
And keep their impious turbans on, without 
Good-moiTOw to the sun. — Hail, thou fair heaven, 
We house i' the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. {all kneel) 

GurD. and Arvir. Hail, heaven ! 

Belar. Now for our mountain sport Up to yon hill, 
Your less are young ; I'll tread these fiats. Consif^' 
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When yoti above perceive me like a crow, 

That it is place which lessens and sets ofT; 

And you may then revolve what tales I have told you 

Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war. 

And often to our comfort shall wc find 

The sharded beetle in a safer hold 

Than is the full-winged eagle. 

GuiD. (b.) Out ofyour proof you speak; we poor unfledged, 
Have never wing'd from view o' the nest ; nor know 

not 
What air's from home. Haply, this life is best, 
If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you, 
That have a sharper known ; well corresponding 
With your stifif age ; but unto us it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ; 
A prison for a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit. 

Artir. (l.) What should we speak of. 

When we are old as you ? when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how. 
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away ? We have seen nothing ; 
We are beastlike ; subtle as the fox for prey ; 
Like warlike as the wolf for what we eat : 
Our valour is to chase what flies ; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison'd bird, 
And sing our boudge freely. 

Belar. How you speak I 

Did you but know the city's usuiies. 
And felt them knowingly ; the art o' the Court, 
As hard to leave as keep ; whose top to climb 
Is certain falling, or so slippery that 
The fear's as bad as falling ; the toil of the war, 
A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
I' the name of fame and honour ; which dies i' tU. 

search ; 
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph 
As record of fair act ; nay, many times. 
Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what's worse, 
Must court'sy at the censure : — 0, boys, this story 
The world may read in me. My body's mark'd 
IfVith I^oman swords j and my report was onc^) 
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First with the best of note, Cymbeline lov'd me ; 
And when a soldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off. Then was I as a tree 
Whose boughs did bend with fruit ; but in one night, 
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will, 
^ Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 
^ And left me bare to weather. 

GuiD. Uncertain favour ! 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told you oft) 
But that two villains, whose false oathg prevaird 
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cjonbeline , 

I was confederate with the Romans ; so 
Followed my banishment ; and, this twenty years, 
This rock and these demesnes have been my world. 
Where I have lived in honest freedom ; paid 
More pious debts to heaven than in all 
The fore-end of my time. — But up to the mountains ; 
This is not hunter's language : — ^he that strikes 
The venison first shall be the lord o' the feast ; 
To him the other two shall minister ; 
And we will fear no poison, which attends 
In place of greater state. I'll meet you in the valleys. 
Exeunt Guiderius and Arviragus, ujj ascent^ r. 3 £• 
How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature ! 
These boys know little they are sons to the king ; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 
They think they are mine ; and, though train'd up 

thus meanly 
r the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces; and nature prompts them, 
In simple and low things, to prince it much 
Beyond the tricks of others. This Polydore,-^- 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father calFd Guiderius, — Jove! 
When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out 
Into my story : say, — " Thus mine enemy fell ; 
And thus I set my foot on his neck" — even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal^ 
(Once Arviragus, ^ in as like a fi^re 



I 
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Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving, [distant horn) Hark ! the game 

is rous'd ! — 
Cymbeline ! heaven and my conscience, knows 
Thou didst unjustly banish me ; whereon, 
At three, and two years old, I stole these babes ; 
. Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 
Thou reft'st me of my lands. Euriphile, 
Thou wast their nurse; they took thee for their 

mother. 
And every day do honour to her grave. 
Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call'd, 
They take for natural father. The gair^ is up. 

Exit, R. 3 E., up asqent* 

Scene Fourth. — Near Milford Haven, 
Enter Pisanio and Imogen, l, 

Imogen, (c.) Thou told'at me when we came from horse, 

the place 
Was near at hand : — ne'er long'd my mother so 
To see me first, as I have now : — Pisanio I man ! 
Where is Posthiimus ? What is in thy mind 
That makes thee stare thus ? Wherefore breaks that 

sigh 
From the inward of thee ? One, but painted thus, 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond self-explication. Put thyself 
Into a 'haviour of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish my staider senses. What's the matter? 

(Ae, reluctantly/ J extends a letter to her) 
Why tender'st thou that paper to me, with 
A look untender ? Ift be summer news. 
Smile to't before ; if winterly, thou iieed'st 
.But keep that countenance still. — My husband's hand I 
That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-crafted him, 
And he's at sgme hard point. — Speak, man; thy 

tongue 
May take off some extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to :^e. 
PisAN. (r. c.) Please you read; 

And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The most disdain' d of fortune. 
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Imogen, (reads) " Thy mistress, Pisanioi hath played 
the strumpet in my bed; the testimonies whereof lie 
bleeding in me. I speak not out of weak surmises ; but 
from proof as strong as my grief, and as certain as I expect 
my revienge. That part, thou, Pisanio, must act for me, 
if thy faith be not tainted with the breach of hers. Let 
thine own hands take away her life; I shall give thee 
opportunity at Milford-Haven ; she hath my letter for the 
purpose. Where, if thou fear to strike, and to make me 
eertain it is done, thou art the pander to her dishonour, and 
equally to me disloyal." (she sinksj fainting, to the ground) 
PiSAN. What shall I need to draw my sword? the paper 
Hath cut her throat already. — No, 'tis slander, — -^ 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose tongue 
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All corners of the world, — kings, queens, and states, 
Maids, matrons, — nay, the secrets of the grave 
This viperous slander enters. — What cheer, madam? 
Imogen. False to his bed ! What is it to be false ? 
To lie in watch there, and to think on him ? 
To weep'twixt clock and clock? if sleep charge nature. 
To break it with a fearful dream of him, 
And cry myself awake? that's false to his bed? 
Is it? (weeping) 
PiSAN. Alas, good lady! 

Imogen. I false? Thy conscience witness. lacliimo. 
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 
Thou then look'dst like a villain ; now, methinks. 
Thy favour's good enough. Some jay of Italy, 
Whoso mother was her painting, hath betray 'd him. 
Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; (rising) 
And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 
I must be ripp'd ; — to pieces with me ! — 0, 
Men's vows arc women's traitors ! All good seeming. 
Come, fellow, be thou honest ; 

Do thou thy master's bidding. When thou see'st him 
A little witness my obedience. Look ! (draws sword) 
I draw the sword myself; take it; and hit 
The innocent mansion of my love, my heart. 
Fear not ; 'tis empty of all things but grief. 
Thy master is not there \ who was^ indeed. 
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The riches of it. Do his bidding ; strike. 
Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause, 
But now thou seem'st a coward. 

PiSAN. {throws away the sword) Hence, vile instrument I 
Thou shalt not damn my hand. 

Imogen. "Why, I must die ;— 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thy master's : against self- slaughter 
There is a prohibition so divine 
That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my heart ; 
Something's afore' t, — soft, soft ; we'll no defence ; 
Obedient as the scabbard. — What is here ; 
The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 
All turn'd to heresy ? Away, away, 
Corrupters of my faith I you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart I Thus may poor fools 
Believe false teachers; — ^though those that are betray 'd 
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worse case of woe ; and thou, Posthumus, 
That didst set up my disobedience 'gainst 
The king my father, and make me put into contempt 
The suits of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find 
It is no act of common passage, but 
A strain of rareness ; and I grieve myself. 
To think when thou shalt be disedg'd by her 
That now thou tir'st on, how thy memory 
AVill then be pang'd by me. — Pr'ythee, despatch ; 
The lamb entreats the butcher. Where's thy knife ? 
Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding. 
When I desire it too. {kneels) 

PiSAN. Oh, gracious lady. 

Since £ receiv'd command to do this business, 
I have not slept one wink. 

Imogen. Do't, and to bed then. 

Pis AN. I'll wake mine eyeballs blind first. 

Imogen. Wherefore then 

Didst undertake it? 

PiSAN. But to win time 

To lose so bad employment ; in the which 
I have consider'd of a course. Good lady. 
Hear me with patience. 

Imogen. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak ; 
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I have heard I am a strumpet ; and mine ear, 
Therein false struck, can takie no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that : — but speak* 

PisAN. Then, madam, 

I thought you would not back again. 

Imogen. Most like ; 

Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pis AN. Not so, neither. 

But if I were as wise as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be 
But that my master is abus'd; 
Some villain, ay, and singular in his art, 
Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imogen. Some Roman courtezan. 

PiSAN. No, on my life. 

Ill give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it ; for ^tis commanded 
I should do so. You shall be missed at Court, 
And that will well confirm it. 

Imogen. Why, good fellow, 

What shall I do the while ? Where bide? How live? 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my husband? 

PiSAN. If youll back to the Court,— 

Imogen. No Court, no father; nor no more ado 
With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing ; 
That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me 
As fearful as a siege. 

Pis AN. If not at Court, 

Then not in Britain must you bide. 

Imogen. Where then ? 

Hath Britain all the sun that shines ? Day, night, 
Are they not but in Britain? I'the world s volume 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in 't ; 
In a great pool, a swan's nest. Pr'ythee, think 
There's livers out of Britain. 

PiSAN. I am most glad 

You think of other place. The ambassador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven 
To-morrow. Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is — and but disguise 
That which, to appear itself, must not yet be| 
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But by self-danger; — you should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view ; yea, haply, near 
The residence of Posthumus ; so nigh, at least, 
That, though his actions were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourly to your ear, 
As truly as he moves. 

Imogen. 0, for such means ! 

Though peril to my modesty, not death on% 
I would adventure. 

PisAN. Well then, here's the point : 

You must forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience. 

Imogen. Nay, be brief; 

I see into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. 

FiSAN. First, make yourself but like one. 

Forethinking this, I have ah-eady fit, 
A page's suit, would you, in their serving. 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, 'fore noble Lucius 
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him 
Wherein you're happy, (which you'll make him know, 
If that his head have ear in music,) doubtless 
With joy he will embrace you ; for he's honourable, 
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means abroad, 
You have me, rich ; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor supplyment. 

Imogen. Thou art all the comfort 

The gods will diet me with. This attempt 
I'm soldier to, and will abide it with 
A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee. 

FiSAN. Well, madam, we must take a short farewell ; 
Lest, being miss'd, I be suspected of 
Your carriage from the Court. My noble mistress. 
Here is a box ; I had it from the queen ; 
What's in't is precious ; if you are sick at sea, 
Or stomacli-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away distemper. — To some shado. 
And fit you to your manhood : — May the gods 
Direct you to the best ! 

Imogen. Amen. I thank thee. Exeunt^ u 

EJJD OF ACT THE TIllIfD, 
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ACT IV. 

Scene First. — A Boom in Cymheline*8 Palace 

{Xst grooves). 

Enter Cymb£UNE| Queen, Cloten, a Ladt, and Lords, b. 

Cymbel. Where is she, sir? How 

Can her contempt be answer'd ? 

Lady. Please you, sir, 

Her chambers are all locked ; and there's no answer 
That will be given to the loud'st of noise we make. 

Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her, 
She pray'd me to excuse her keeping close ; 
Whereto constrained by her infirmity. 
She should that duty leave unpaid to you, 
AVhich daily she was bound to proffer ; this 
She wish'd me to make known ; but our great Court 
Made mo to blame in memory. 

Cymbel, Her door's lock'd ? 

Not seen of late ? Grant, heavens, that which I fear 
Prove false ! Exit Cymbeline, Lady and Loiids, l. 

Queen. Son, I say, follow the king. 

Cloten. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant, 
I have not seen these two days. 

Queen. Go, look after. — 

Exit Cloten, l. 
Pisanio, thou that stand'st so for Posthumus I — 
He hath a drug of mine. I pray, his absence 
Proceed by swallowing that; for he believes 
It is a thing most precious. But for her, 
Where is she gone? Haply, despair hath sciz'd. her; 
Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, she's flown 
To her desired Posthumus. Gone she is 
To death, or to dishonour ; and my end 
Can make good use of either. Slie being down, 
I have the placing of the British crown. 

Re-enter Cloten, l. 

How now, my son ? 

Cloten, 'Tis certain she is fled. 
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Go in, and cheer tbe king 5 he rages ; none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen. All the better; may 

This night forestall him of the coming day! 

Exit Queen, l, 

Cloten. I love, and hate her ; for she's fair and royal ; 
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
Than lady, ladies, woman ; from every one 
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded, 
Outsells them all. I love her therefore ; but, 
Disdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Posthumus, slanders so her judgment, 
That what's else rare is chok'd ; and, in that point, 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed, 
To be reveng'd upon her. For when fools 

Enter Pisanio, r. 

Shall — Who is here ? What I are you packing, sirrah? 

Come hither ; Ah, you precious pander ! Villain, 

Where is thy lady ? In a word ; or else 

Thou art straightway with the fiends. 
Pis AN. 0, good, my lord ! 

Cloten. Where is thy lady ; or, by Jupiter 

I will not ask again. Close villain, 

I'll have this secret from thy heart, or rip 

Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus? 
Pis AN. Alas, my lord. 

IIow can she be with him? When was she miss'd? 

He is in Rome. 
Cloten. Where is she, sir ? Come nearer ; 

No further halting ; satisfy me home 

What is become of her? 
PisAN. 0, my all- worthy lord I 
Cloten. All- worthy villain! 

Discover where thy mistress is, at once. 

At the next word, — No more of " worthy lord,"— 

Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 

Thy condemnation and thy death. 
fisAN. Then, sir, 

This paper is the history of my knowledge 

Touching her (light, {preienting a letter) 
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Cloten. Let's see't. I will pursue her 

Even to Augustus* throne, {crosses, ii.) 
PiSAN. {aside) Or this, or perisli, 

She's far enough ; and what he Icams by this, 
May prove his travel, not her danger. 
Cloten. {reading) Humph I 

PisAN. I'll write to my lord she's dead. Imogen, 

Safe may'st thou wander, safe return again I {aside) 
Cloten. Sirrah, is this letter true ? 
PiSAN« Sir, as I think. ;• 

Cloten. It is Posthumus* hand ; I know't.-T^irrah, if 
thou wouldst not be a villain, but do me tnre sefyic^, 
undergo those employments wherein I ekbvJd lurve ctifiRe 
to use thee, with a serious industry, — thatis, Irhat v^||lkiiiy 
soe'er I bid thee do, to perform it directly and trofy,— 
I would think thee an honest man ; thou shouldst neither 
want my means for thy relief nor my voice for thy pre- 
ferment. 

PisAN. Well, my good lord. 

Cloten. Wilt thou serve me ? 

PiSAN. Sir, I will. 

Cloten. Give me thy hand, here's my purse. Hast 
any of thy late m aster V garments in tbv possession ? * 

PisAN. I have, my lord, at my lodgmg, the same suit 
he wore when he took leave of my lady and mistress. 

Cloten. The first service thou dost me, fetch that suit 
hither ; let it by thy first service ; go. 

PisAN. 1 shall, my lord. Exttj r. 

Cloten. Meet thee at Milford Haven. I forgot to ask 
him one thing; I'll remember 't anon. Even there, thou 
villain^ Posthumus, will I kill thee. — I would these gar- 
ments were come. She said upon a time (the bitterness 
of it I now belch from my heart) that she held the very 
garment of Posthumus in more respect than my noble and 
natural person, together with the adornment of my quail* 
ties. With that suit upon my back will I enforce her : first 
kill hiip, and in her eyes ; there shall she see my valour, ' 
which will then be a torment to her cdirtempt. He on the 
ground, my speech of insultmentendedon his dead body,— 
and when my love hath dined, (which, as I say, tp vea 
lier, I will execute in the clothes that she so praised) to 
the Court I'll knock her back, foot licr home again. She 



Sc. 2.1 CYMBELINfi. 61 

hath despised me rejoicingly, and I'll be meiTy in my 
revenge. 

Re-enter Pisanio, mth the clothes^ b. 

Be those the garments ? 
PiSAN. Ay, my noble lord. 

Cloten. IIo w long is*t since she went to Milford-Haven ? 
PisAN. She can scarce be there yet. 
Cloten. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that is 
the second thing that I have commanded thee ; the third 
is, that thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my design. Be 
but duteous, and true preferment shall tender itself to thee. 
Mj revenge is now at Milford : Would I had wings to 
follow it ! — Come, and be true. Exit^ l. 

Pis AN. Thou bidd'st me to my loss ; for, true to thee 
Were to prove false, wliich I will never be. 
To him that is most true. To Milford go. 
And find not her whom thou pursu'st. Flow, flow. 
You heavenly blessings, on her! Tliis fool's speed 
Be cross'd with slowness; labour be his meed I Exit^ l. 

Scene Second.— jBg/bre the Cave, Sunset. 

Enter Imogen, in hoy^s clothes^ doumpaihy r. 3 e. 

Imogen. I see a man's life is a tedious one. 

I have tir'd myself; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. {sits on bank, r. c ) 

I should be sick. 
But that my resolution helps me. — Milford, 
When from the mountain- top Pisanio show'd thee, 
Thou wast within a ken. Jove I I think 
Foundations fly the wretched ; such, I mean. 
Where they should be reliev'd. Two beggars told mo 
I could not miss my way : will poor folks lie. 
That have afflictions on them ; knowing 'tis 
A punishment, or trial ? Yes ; no wonder. 
When rich ones scarce tell true : to lapse in fulnes? 
Is sorer than to lie for need ; and falsehood 
Is worse in kings than beggars. — My dear lord I 
Thou art one o' the false ones. Now I think on thee 
My hunger's gone; bat even before, I was 
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At point to sink for food. — But what is this? 

Here is a path to it : 'tis some savage hold. 

I were best not call ; I dare not call ; yet famine^ 

Ere clean it overthrow nature, makes it valiant. 

Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardness ever 

Of hardiness is mother. — Ho ! who's here ? {calling) 

If any thing that's civil, speak; — if savage — 

Take, or lend. — Hoi — No answer? then Til enter. 

Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy 

But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look on't. 

Such a foe, good heavens ! 

She fearfully goes into the cave^ l. 3 E. 

winter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus, r. 3 e., ike 
last two carry a deer slung on a spear — they put it 
down^ R. 

ELAR. You, Polydore, have prov'd best woodman, and 
Are master of the feast. Cadwal, and I, 
Will play the cook and servant ; 'tis our match. 
The sweat of industry would dry, and die, 
But for the end it works to. Come ; our stomachs 
Will make what's homely savoury. Weariness 
Can snore upon the flint, when resty sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard. — Now, peace be here, 
Poor house that keep'st thyself! [going to entrance) 

GuiD. [sits on a hank) I am thoroughly weary. 

Arvir. I am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite. 

GuiD. There is cold meat i'the cave ; we'll browze on that 
Whilst what we have kill'd be cook'd. 

Be^ar. [checking them) Stay ; come not in. 

But that it eats our victualS| I should think 
Here were a fairy. 

GuiD. What's the matter, sir? 

Belar. By Jupiter, an angel ! or if not, 

An earthly paragon I — Behold divineness 
No elder than a boy I 

They retire to R., making way for Imogen, who 
enter from cav*2y L. 3 e. 

Imogen. Good masters, harm mc not. 

Before I enter'd here I call'd ; and thought 
To have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : good 
troth, 
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I have stolen nought ; nor would not, though I had 
found 

Gold strew*d o' the floor. Here's money for my moat. 

I would have left it on the board, so soon 

As I had made my meal ; and parted 

With prayers for the provider. 
GuiD. Money, youth? 

Arvir. All gold and silver rather turn to dxrl 1 

As 'tis no better reckoned, but of those 

Who worship dirty gods. 
Imogen. I see you are angry. 

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should 

Have died had I not made it. 
Belar. Whither bound? 

Imogen. To Milford-Haven. 
Belar. What is your name ? 

Imogen. Fidele, sir. I have a kinsman who 

Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford ; 

To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 

I am fallen iu this offence. 
Belar. Pr'ythee, fair youth, 

Think us no churls ; nor measure our good mind ; 

By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd! 

'Tis almost night : you shall have better cheer 

Ere you depart ; and thanks, to stay and eat it. 

Boys, bid him welcome. 
Abvir. (crosses) I'll love him as my brother:-^ 

And such a welcome as I'd give to him 

After long absence, such is yours. 
GxHD. {crosses) Most welcome I 

Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends. 
Imogen, (l., aside) 'Mongst fricnd.s I 

If brothers ? — Would it had been so, that they 

Had been my father's sons, then had my prize 

Been less ; and so more equal ballasting 

To thee, Posthumus. 
Belar. He wrings at some distress. 

GuiD. Would I could free 't I 
Arvir. Or I ; wliatc'er it be, 

What pain it cost, what danger I Gods 1 
Belar. Hark, boys, (//tey whisper) 
Xicogen. Great meii^ 
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That had a court no bigger than this cave. 
That did attend themselves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conscience seaVd them (laying by 
That nothing gift of differing multitudes). 
Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me, gods ! 
I'd change my sex to be companion with thenii 
Since Leonatus false. 

Belar. It shall be so. 

Boys, we'll go dress our hunt. — ^Fair youth, come in : 
Discourse is heavy fasting ; when we have supp'd, 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy story, 
So far as thou wilt speak it. 

GuiD. Pray, draw near. 

Arvir. The night to the owl, and morn to the lark, less 
welcome. 

Imogen. Thanks, sir. 

Arvir. I pray, draw near. 

Belarius leads Imogen into Cave, Guiderius and 
Arviragus taJce up the deer and follow. 

Scene Third. — A Forest, near the Cave. 

Enter Cloten, r., in the dress of Posthumtis. 

Cloten. I am near the place where they should meet, 
if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit his garments 
sei've me ! Why should his mistress, who was made 
by him that made the tailor, not be fit too ? the rather 
(saving reverence of the word) for 'tis said, a woman'i 
fitness comes by fits. Therein 1 must play the workman. 
I dare speak it to myself, (for it is not vainglory for a 
man and his glass to confer in his own chamber), I 
mean, the linos of my body are as well drawn as his; 
no less young, more strong, not beneath him in fortunes, 
beyond him in the advantage of the time, above hiin 
in birth, alike conversant in general services, and more 
remarkable in single oppositions : yet this impersevcrant 
thing loves him in my despite. What mortality is! 
Posthumus, thy head, which now is growing upon thy 
shoulders, shall within this hour be off; thy mistress 
enforced ; thy garments cut to pieces before thy face ; 
and all this done, spurn her home to her father : who may, 
haply, be a little angry for my so rough usage; but 
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my mother, having power of his testiness, shall turn all 
into my commendations. My horse is tied up safe. Out, 
sword, and to a sore purpose I Fortune, put them into 
my hand I This is the very description of their meeting- 
place ; and the fellow dares not deceive me. Exit, l. i. e. 

Scene Fourth. — Before the Cave. Morning, 

Enter, from the Cave, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, 

and Imogen. 

]3elar. You are not well [to Imogen) : remain here in 
the cave ; 

We^ll come to you after hunting. 
Aryir. {to Imogen) Brother, stay here: 

Are we not brothers ? 
Imogen. So man and roan dhould be ; 

But clay and clay differs in dignity, 

Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick, 
GuiD. Go you to hunting ; I'll abide with him. 
Imogen, (l. c.) So sick I am not ; — yet I am not well ; 

But not 80 citizen a wanton, as 

To seem to die, ere sick. So please you, leave mc ; 

Stick to your journal course ; the breach of custom 

Is breach of all; I am ill, but your being by me 

Cannot amend me : society is no comfort 

To one not sociable ; I am not very sick. 

Since I can reason of it Pray you, trust me here ? 

I'll rob none but myself. 
Arvir. Brother, farewell. 

Imogen. I wish ye sport. 

Arvir. Your health. — So please you, sir. 

Imogen, {aside) These are kind creatures. Gods, what 
lies I have heard ! 

Our courtiers say all's savage, but at court ; 

Experience. 0, thou disprov'st report ! {sits on bank) 

1 am sick still ; heart-sick. — Pisanio, 

I'll now taste of thy drug, (drinks from a phial) 
Belar. To the field, to the field ; 

We'll leave you for this time ; go in and rest. 
Arvir. We'll not be long away. 
Belar. Pray> be not sick, 

For you must be our housewife. 
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Itiooen. Well, or ill, 

I am bound to you. 
EtELAR. And slialt be ever. 

Exit Imogen into Cave. 
This youtb, bowe'er distress'd he appearSi bath bad 
Good ancestors. 
Arvir. How angel-like be sings ! 

GuiD. But bis neat cookery I He cut our roots in 
characters ; 
And sauc'd our broths, as Juno had been sick 
And he her dieter. 
Belar. It is great morning. Come ; away, {going up^^ 
when at hack they turn) Who^s there? 

Enter Cloten, l. 1. e. 

Cloten. I cannot find those runagates ; thaf villain 

Hath mock'd me. I am faint. 
Belar. Those runagates ! 

Means he not us ? I partly know him ; His 

Cloten, the son o* the queen. I fear some ambush* 

I saw him not these many years, and yet 

I know 'tis he. We are held as outlaws. — Hence. 
Gum. He is but one. You and my brother search 

What companies are near ; pray you, away. 

Let me alone with him. 

Exeunt Belarius and Arviragus, l. u. & 
Cloten. Soft ! What are you 

That fly me thus ? some villain mountaineers ? 

I have heard of such.*— What slave art thou ? 
GuiD. A thing 

More slavish did I ne'eri than answering 

" A slave," without a knock. 
Cloten. Thou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, a villain. Yield thee, thief. 
GuiD. To who? to thee? What art thou? Have I not 

An arm as big as thine? a heart as big ? 

Thy words, I grant, are bigger ; for I wear not 

My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art, 

Why I should yield to thee? 
Cloten. Thou villain base, 

Know'st me not by my clothes ? 
GuiOi. No, nor thy tailor, rascal| 
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Who is tby grandfather ; he made those clothes. 

Which, as it seems, make thee. 
Cloten. Thou precious varlet, 

My tailor made them not. 
GuiD. Hence, then, and thank 

Man that gave them thee. Thou art some fool ; 

I am loth to beat thee. 
Cloten. Thou injurious thief, 

Hear but my name, and tremble. 
GuiD. What's thy name ? 

Cloten. Cloten, thou villain. 
Quid. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 

I cannot tremble at it ; were't toad, or adder, spider, 

'Twould move me sooner. 
Cloten. To thy further fear, 

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 

I'm son to the queen. 
GuiD. I'm sorry for 't ; not seeming 

So worthy as thy birth. 
Cloten. Art not afeard ? 

Quid. Those that I reverence, those I fear; the wise: 

At fools I laugh, not fear them. 
Cloten. Die the death. 

When I have slain thee with my proper hand, 

I'll follow those that even now f I hence. 

And on the gates of Lud's town set your heads. 

Yield, rustic mountaineer. Exeunt^ fighting, k. 2 e. 

Enter Belarius and Arviragus, l. u. e. 

Belar. No company's abroad. 

Arvir. None in the world. You did mistake him sure. 

Belar. I cannot tell. Long is it since I saw him, 

But time hath nothing blurr'd those lines of favour 
Which then he wore ; the snatches in his voice, 
And burst of speaking, were as his. I am absolute 
'Twas very Cloten. 

Arvir. In this place we left them. 

Belar. But see, thy brother. 

Re-enter Guiderius, r. 2 e. 

Quid. This Cloten was a fool, an empty purse,-* 
There was no money in't : not Hercules 
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Could have knocked out his brains, for he had none. 
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head, as I did his. 

Belar. What hast thou done ? 

GuiD. I'm perfect what: cut off one Clotcii's head, 
Son to the queen, after his own report ; 
Who called mc traitor mountaineer ; and swore, 
With his own single hand he*d take us in. 
Displace our licads, where (thanks the gods I) they 

grow. 
And set them on Lud's town. 

Bei.ab. We are all undone. 

Gum. Why, worthy father, what have we to lose, 
But, that lie swore to take, our lives ? The law 
Protects not us. TJjcn why should we be tender 
To let an arrngnnl piece of flesh threat us ; 
Play judge and executioner, all himself. 
For wc do ixi.il the l:iw? — With his own sword, 
Which he did wave against my throat, I have ta'cn 
His head from him. I'll throw't into the creek 
l^cliind Our rock * and let it to the sea, 
And tell the tislics he's the queen's son, Cloten; 
That's all I rock. Exit, r. 2 B. 

Bela u. I feai, twill be reveng'd ; 

AVould, Polydore, tliou Uad'st not done*tI though 

valour 
Becomes thee well enough, 

A i; \' 1 R. ' Would / had done't, 

So the revenge alone pursuM mc ! — Polydore, 
I Jove thee brotherly ; but envy much 
Thou hast robb'd me of thi^s deed. 

Bi.i.AK. Well, 'tis done :— 

We'll hunt no more to-day, i.oi bxok for danger 
Where there's no proli:. I prVthcc, to our rock; 
You and Fidele ph-y the cooks. I'll stay 
Till ha: ty Polydore return, and bring liim 
To d'lmer presently. 

Aavin. Poor sick Pidcle! 

I'll willingly to hir.i. To ga-'n hia c«)lour, 
I'd let a parish of such Ciolcn's blood. 
And praise myself for charity. Exit into CatMt 

BfiLAB. thoii goddesfl| 
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Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon Vt 
In these two princely boys I They are as geuile 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet, 
Not wagging his sweet head ; and yet as rougli, 
Their royal blood enchaf d, as the rudest wind, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine 
And make him stoop to the vale. 'Tis wonder 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unleam'd ; honour untaught ; 
Civility not seen from other; valour, 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow'd ! Yet still it's strange 
What Cloten's being here to us portends. 
Or what his death will bring us. 

Re-enter Guiderius, b. 2 e. 

G uiD. Where's my brnther ? 

I have sent Cloten's clotpole down the stream. 
In embassy to his mother ; his body's hostage 
For his return. (solemn music from Cave) 

Belar. My ingenious instrument I 

Hark, Polydore, it sounds ! But what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ? Hark ! 

(goes into Cave) 

GuiD. What does he mean? since death of my dcar'i:t 
mother 
It did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. Is Cadwal mad ? 

Re-enter Arviragus and Belarius, hearing Imogen as 
dead ; they place her on the hank^ r. c. 

Arvir. The bird is dead, 

That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty. 
To have turn'd my leaping time into a crutch, 
Than have seen this. 

GuiD. sweetest, fairest lily \ 

Belar. How found you him ? 

Arvir. Stark, as you see. 

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumbci, 
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at ; his right cheel; 
Reposing on a cushion. 

Gvip. Wji^r^? 
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Arvib. 0' tlic floor; 

His arms thus leagued : I thought he slept 
GuiD. Why, ho but sleeps. 

If he be gone, he'll make his gravo a bed ; 

With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 

And worms will not come to thee. 
Arvir. With fairest flowers, 

Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 

I'll sweeten thy sad grave ; thou shalt not lack 

The flower that's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor 

The azur'd hare«bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 

The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander. 

Out-sweetened not thy breath. 
GuiD. Pr'ythee, have done; 

And do not play in wench-like words with that 

Which is so serious. Let us t*jry him, 

And not protract with admiration what 

Is now due debt. — To the grave. 
Arvir. Say, where shall's lay him? 

GuiD. By good Euriphilc, our mother. 
Arvir. Be't so ; 

And let u!=«, Polydore, though now our voices 

Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground 

As once to our mother ; use like note, and words, 

Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 
GuiD. Cadwal, 

I cannot sing ; I'll weep, and word it with thee ; 

For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse 

Than priests and fanes that lie. 
Arvik. We'll speak it then. 

B^LAR. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less ; for Clote 

Is quite forgot He was a queen's son, boys ; 

And, though he came our enemy, remember 

He was paid for that Our foe was princely ; 

And though you took his life, as being our foe, 

Yet bury him as a prince. 
GuiD. Pray you, fetch him hither. 

Thersites' body is as good as Ajax, 

When neither are alive. 
AbviR. If you'll go fetch him, 

Well say our song the whilst, — Brother, begin. 

Exit Bei^arius. B.JI 
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Song, 

jiD. Fear no more the heat of the sun, 

Nor the furious winter's rages ; 
Thou thy worldly task hast done. 

Home art gone, and ta'en Ihy wages. 
Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 

Etvm. Fear no more the frown o' the great, 
Thou art past the tyrant's stroke ; 

Care no more to clothe, and eat ; 
To thee the reed is as the oak. 

The sceptre, learning, physic, must 

All follow this, and come to dust. 

un>. Fear no more the light'ning flash ; 
RViR. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-storm ; 
uiD. Fear not slander, censure rash ; 
RVIR. Thou hast finished joy and moan : 

OTH. All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

le-enter Belarius, r. 2 e., with the body of Cloterij 

wrapped in his mantle. 

UID. We have done our obsequies. Come, lay him down. 
{they place the body by the side of Imogen) 

BLAB. Here's a few flowers ; but about midnight, more ; 
The herbs that have on them cold dew o' the night 
Are stre wings fitt'st for graves. — 
Come on, away ; apart upon our knees. 
The ground, that gave them first, has them again ; 
Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 

Exeunt Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus, 
R. u. E, — music ceases. 

[OGEN. (awaking) Yes, sir, to Milford-Haven ; Which 
is the way? 
I thank you. — By yon bush ?— Pray how far thither? 
'Ods pittikens I — can it be six miles yet ? — 
1 have gone all night : — Taithj I'll lie down and sleep. 
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But soft! no bedfellow ; — [seeing the hody^ starts away) 

0, gods and goddesses I 
Those flowers are like the pleasures of the world ; 
This bloody man, the care on't. — I hope I dream ; 
For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper. 
And cook to honest creatures : but 'tis not so; 
'Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing, 
Which the brain makes of fumes : Our v«ry eyes 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith, 
I tremble still with fear : but if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity ^ 

As a wrcn*s eye, fcar'd gods, a part of it I 
The dream's here still ; even when I wake it is 
Without me, as within me ; not imagined, felt. 
A headless man I — The garments of Posthumus I 
Murther in heaven? How? — 'Tis gone. — Pisaniol 
All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee I Thou, 
Conspired with that irregulous devil, Cloten, 
Hast here cut off my lord. — To write and read 
Be henceforth treacherous I Damn*d Fisanio 
Hath with his forged letters, — damn'd Pisanio— 
From this most bravest vessel of the world 
Struck the main-top I — Oh, 'tis pregnant, pregnant I I 
The drug he gave me, which, he said, was precious ^ 
And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murderous to the senses? That confirms it home; 
This is Pisanio*s deed, and Cloten's : ! — 
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 
That we the horrider may seem to those 
Which chance to lincl us ; Oh, my lord, my lord I 

{falls on the body) 

Enter Lucius, a Captain, and other Officers, r. 1 fi. 

Captain. To them, the legions garrisoned in Gallia, 
After your will, have crossed the sea ; attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, with your ships ; 
They are here in readiness. 

Ltcius. But what from Rome? 

Captain. The senate hath stirr'd up the confiners, 
And gentlemen of Italy ] most willing spirit8| 



So. 4.] CtMBELIKE. 73 

That promise noble service ; and they come 
Uiider the conduct of bold lachimo, 
Sienna's brother. 

JLiUCius. When expect you them ? 

Captain. With the next benefit o' the wind. 

Lucius. This forwardness 

Makes our hopes fair — Soft, ho ! what trunk is hero 
Without his top ? The ruin speaks that sometime 
It was a worthy building. — How I a page I — 
Or dead, or sleeping on him ? But dead, rather ; 
For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead. — 
Let's see the boy's face. [they raise Imogen) 

Captain, (l. c.) He is alive, my lord. 

Lucius. He'll then instruct us of this body. — Young one, 
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it seems, 
They crave to be demanded. Who is this 
Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow ? Or who was he, 
That, otherwise than noble nature did, 
Hath alter'd that good picture ? What's thy interest 
In this sad wreck ? How came it ? Who is it ? 
What art thou? 

Imogen. I am uodhing ; or if not. 

Nothing to be were better. This was my master* 

A very valiant Briton, ond a good, 

That here by mountaineers lies slain. — Alas ! 

There are no more such masters : I may wander 

From east to Occident, cry out for service. 

Try manv, all good, serve truly, never 

Find such another master.^ 

Lucius. 'Lack, good youth I 

Thou mov'st no less with thy complaining, than 
Thy master in bleeding. Thy name ? 

Imogen. Fidele, sir. 

Lucius. Thou dost approve thyself the very same ; 
Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy faith thy name. 
Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not say 
Thou shalt be so well master'd ; but be sure, 
No less beloved. Go with me. 

IMOGEN. I'll follow, sir. But first, an't please the godl^ 
I'll hide my master from the flies, as deep 

a 
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As these poor piekaxes can dig ; and when 

With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strewed his 

grave, 
And on it said a century of prayers, 
Such as 1 can, twice o'er, I'll weep, and sigh ; 
And, leaving so his service, follow you, 
So please you entertain me. {hanging over tlie body] 
Lucius. Ay, good youth ; 

And rather father thee than master thee.— - 
My friends. 

The boy hath taught us manly duties. Let us 
Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can, 
And make him with our pikes and partisans I 

A grave. Come ; arm him. — Boy, he is preferred 
By thee to us ; and he shall be interred 
As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes. 
Some falls are means the happier to arise. 

Dead March — The Soldiers hegin to raise the body* 
Tableau^ and 

END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 



ACT V. I 

Scene First. — A Wood, {1st grooves) 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, anJ Arviragus, l* 

GuiD. The noise is round about us. 

Belar* Let us from it. 

We'll higher to the mountains ; there secure us. 
To the king's party there's no going : newnesii 
Of Cloten's death (we being not known, not mustei^l 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd; and so extort from us that 
Which we have done, whose answer would be de«tk 
Drawn on with torture. 

Guio. This is, sir, a doubt 
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In such a time nothing becoming yoti| 
Nor satisfying us. 

RViR. It is not likely 

That when they hear the Roman horses neigh, 
Behold their quartered fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so oloy'd importantly as now. 
That they will waste their time upon our note, 
To know from whence we are. 

ELAR. 0, 1 am known 

Of many in the army : many years, 
Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king 
Hath not deserv'd my service, nor your loves. 

uiD. I*i^ay» sir, to the army ; 

I and my brother are not known ; yourself 
So out of thought, and thereto so o'ergrowui 
Cannot be questioned. 

RVIR. By this sun that shineSy 

I'll thither : I am asham'd to have 
The benefit of his blessed beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

UID. By heavens, I'll go : 

If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave, 
I'll take the better care ; but if you will not. 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Romans I 

RVIR. So say I ; Amen. 

BLAR. No reason I, since of your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys : 
If in your country wars you chance to die. 
That is my bed too, lads, and there I'll lie. 

Exeunt, r. 

Enter Posthumus, with a bloody handkerchief, l. 

>ST. Yea, bloody cloth, I'll keep thee ; for I wish'd 
Thou should'st be colour'd thus. You married ones. 
If each of you should take this course, how many 
Must murther wives much better than themselves^ 
For wrying but a little ! — 0, Pisanio I 
Every good servant does not all commands; 
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No bond, but to do just ones. — Gods I if you 

Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never 

Had lived to put on this : so had you sav'd 

The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck 

Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance : But, alack, 

Tou snatch some hence for little faults ; that's love, 

To have them fall no more : you some permit 

To second ills with ills, each elder worse. 

And make them dread it, to the doers' thrift. 

But Imogen is your own : Do your best wills. 

And make me bless'd to obey ! — I am brought hither 

Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 

Against my lady's kingdom : 'Tis enough 

That, Britain, I have killed thy mistress : peace ! 

I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heavens, 

Hear patiently my purpose ; I'll disrobe me 

Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself 

As docs a Briton peasant : so I'll fight 

Against the part I come with ; so I'll die 

For thee, Imogen, even for whom my life 

Is, every breath, a death : and thus, unknowni 

Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 

Myself I'll dedicate. Let me make men know 

More valour in me, than my habits show. 

Gods, put the strength of the Leonati in me I 

To shame the guise o' the world, I will begin 

The fashion — less without, and more within. Exit^ s« 

Scene Second. — A Plain. 

£Jn/er Lucius, Iachimo, «n6?Mc Roman Army, ^..^fightingth 
British Army — theygoout^ l. — then enter Iachimo and 
PosTHUMUS, {dressed like a Briton) he vanquishes, disarms 
and strikes down Iaciiimo, and then leaves him, going 

Iachimo. The heaviness and guilt within my bosom 
Takes off my manhood : I have belied a lady, 
The princess of this country, and the air on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me. Or, could this carl, 
A very drudge of nature's, have subdued me, 
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• ... 
In my profession ? Knighthoods and honours, borne 
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. Exit, l. 

ITie battle continues — the Britons fli/ — Cymbeline is taken 
— then enter, to his rescue, Belabius, Guiderius, and 
Arviragus, b. Posthumus enters and seconds the 
Britons — thei/ rescue Cymbeline, and beat off the 
Romans, l. 



Scene Third.— <Same as Scene First 

Enter PosTHUMts, as a Roman soldier^ B. 

Post. To-day, how many would have given their honours 
To have sav'd their carcases ? took heel to do 't, 
And yet died too ? I, in mine own woe charm'd, 
Could not find death where I did hear him groan ; 
Nor feel him where he struck: being an ugly monster, 
'Tis strange he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds, 
Sweet words : or hath more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i' the war. Well, I will find 

him : 
For being now a favourer to the Briton, 
No more a Briton, I have resumed again 
The part I came in : fight I will no more, 
But yield me to the veriest hind that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Here made by the Roman : great the answer be 
Britons must take ; for me, my ransom's death ; 
On either side I come to spend my breath ; 
Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again. 
But end it by some means for Imogen. 

Enter Locrine, d Captain, and four Soldiers, u 

LocRiNE. Great Jupiter be praised I Lucius is taken : 
Tis thought the old man and his sons were angels. 

2nd Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly habit| 
That gave the affront with them. 

Locrine. So 'tis reported: 

But none of them oah be found.— Stand! who in 
there ? 



78 ^qxMBELiNE. [Act 5. 

Post. A Roman; 

Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds 

Had answered him. 
2nd Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dogl 

A leg of Borne shall not return to tell 

What crows have pecked them here : he brags his 
service 

As if he were of note : bring him to the king. 

They seize PosthumuS| and exeunt, b. 



Scene Fourth. — CymhelMs Tent; fnpening, r. c. 

Flourish — Cymbeline discovered, c, Belabius, GuiDEBiuSy 
Arvihagus, Pisani0| Lords, Offigebs, Pages and 
Soldiers. 

Cymbel. Stand by my side, you whom the gods have made 
Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart, 
That the poor soldier that so richly fought, 
Whose rags shamed gilded arms, whose naked breast 
Stepp'd before targes of proof, cannot be found : 
He shall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

PisAN. (r. c.) He hath been searched among the dead and 
living. 
But no trace of him* 

Cymbel. To my grief, I am 

The heir of his reward ; which I will add 
To you the liver, heart, and brain of Britiun, 

{to Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus) 
By whom I grant she lives : — 'T is now the time 
To ask of whence you are ; — ^report it. 

Belar. (l. c.) Sir, 

In Cambria are we bom, and gentlemen : 
Further to boast were neither true nor modest| 
Unless I add, we are honest 

Cymbel. Bow your knees ; 

{they kneel, l. c. — he rises and touches them on Ai 
ihoulder with the flat of his sword) 
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Arise, my knights of the battle ; I create you 
Companions to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

Enter Cornelius and Ladies, c, from u 

CoBNEL. Hail, great king I 

To sour your happiness, I must report 

The queen is dead. 
Cymbi^l. How ended she ? 

Cornel. With horror, madly dying, like her life, 

Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 

Most cruel to herself. 

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and other Roman Prisoners, 
in chains and guarded; Posthumus behind, ane^ Imogen, 
c.from R. 

Cymbel, Thou com'st not, Cains, now for tribute ; that 
The Britons have raz'd out, though with the loss 
Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have made suit 
That their good souls may be appeased with slaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourself have granted : 
So, think of your estate. 

Lucius, (r. c.) Consider, sir, the chance of war : the day 
Was yours by accident : had it gone with us, 
We should not, when the blood was coo), have 

threatened 
Our prisoners with the sword. But since the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be calFd ransom, let it come : sufficeth 
A Roman with a Roman's heart can suffer : 
Augustus lives to think on't : and so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will entreat : my boy, a Briton bom. 
Let him be ransomed ; never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent. 
So tender over his occasions, true. 
So feat, so nurse-like : let his virtue join 
With my request, which, I'll make bold, your 

highness 
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton hanui 
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Though he have serv'd a Eoman : save him, sir. 

And spare no blood beside. (Imogen is on his u) 
Cymbgl. I have surely seen him : 

His favour is familiar to me. 

Boy, thou hast look'd thyself into my grace, 

And art mine own. I know not why, nor wherefore, 

To say, live, boy : ne'er thank thy master ; live : 

And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt. 

Fitting my bounty and thy state, I'll give it; 

Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner, 

The noblest ta'en. 
Imogen. I humbly thank your highness* 

Lucius. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 

And yet, I know thou wilt. 
Imogen. No, no : alack, 

There's other work in hand ; I see a thing 
} Bitter to me as death : your life, good master, 

Must shuffle for itself. 

{looking intently at Iachimo's ring) 
Lucius. He leaves me, scorns me : briefly die their joys 

That place them on the truth of girls and boys. 
Cymbel. What would'st thou, boy ? 

I love thee more and more ; think more and more 

What's best to ask. Kuowest him tliou lookest on? 
Speak, 

Wilt have him live ? Is he thy kin ? thy friend? 
Imogen. He is a Roman ; no more kin to me 

Than I to your highness ; who, being bom your vassal, 

Am something nearer. 
Cymbel, Wherefore ey'st him so? 

Imogen. I'll tell you, sir, in private, if you please 

To give me hearing. 
Cymbel. Ah, with all my heart, 

And lend my best attention. What's thy name ? 
Imogen. Fidele, sir. 
Cymbel. Thou art my good youth, my page ; 

I'll be thy master: Walk witli me; speak freely. 

(Cymbeline and Imogen converse up stage) 
Belar. fL.) Is not this boy reviv'cl from death? 
Arvir. (l.) One sand another 

Not more resembles that sweet rosy lad 

Who died, and was Fidele :— What think you ? 
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GuiD. The same dead^ thing aHve. 

(Cymbeline and Imogen come forward) 

Cymbel. Come, stand thou by our side ; 

Make thy demand aloud.— Sir, {to Iaciumo) step you 

forth; 
Give answer to this boy, and do it freely ; 
Or, by our greatness, bitter torture shall 
Winnow the truth from falsehood. — On, speak to him. 

Imogen. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. 

Post, (t*/?, r. c.^aside) What's that to him ? 

Cymbel. That diamond upon your finger, say 
How came it yours ? 

Iach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unspoken that 
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

Cymbel. (c.) How! me? 

Iach. I am glad to be constrained to utter that 
Which torments me to conceal. By villainy 
I got this ring; 'twas Leonatus' jewel : 
Whom thou didst banish; and (which more may 

grieve thee 
As it doth me) a nobler sir ne'er lived 
'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my 
lord? 

Cymbel. All that belongs to this. 

Iach. That paragon, thy daughter — 

For whom my heart drops blood, and my false 

spirits 
Quail to remember — give me leave ; I faint. 

{staggers, and is supported) 

Cymbel. My daughter! what of her? renew thy strengtii ; 
I had rather thou shouldst live while nature will, 
Than die ere I hear more : strive, man, and speak. 

Iach. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock 

That struck the hour !) it was in Rome, (aecurs'd 
The mansion where !) 't was at a feast, (0 would 
Our viands had been poison'd I or, at least. 
Those which I heav'd to head I) the good Posthumus— 

Cymbel. Come to the matter. 

Iach. Your daughter's chastity — there it begins. 
He spake of her^ as Dian had hot d^reams, 
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And ahe alone were cold : Whereat, I, wretch I 

Made scruple of his praise ; and wager'd with him 

Pieces of gold, 'gainst this which then he wore 

Upon his honour'd finger, to attain 

In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring 

By hers and mine adultery : he, true knight, 

No lesser of her honour confident 

Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring. 

Away to Britain 

Post I in this design : Well may you, sir, 

Remember me at Court, where I was taught 

Of your chaste daughter the wide difference 

'Twixt amorous and villainous. 

And, to be brief, my practice so prevailed 

That I returned with simular proof enough 

To make the noble Leonatus mad, 

By wounding his belief in her renown 

With tokens thus, and thus ; that he could not 

But think her bond of chastity quite cracked, 

I having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon, — 

Methinks, I see him now, — 

Post, {rushing forward^ c.) Ay, so thou dost, 
Italian fiend ! — Ah me, most credulous fool, 
Egregious murderer, thief, anything 
That's due to all the villains past, in being. 
To come I — Oh, give me cord, or knife, or poisob. 
Some upright justicer I Thou, king, send out 
For torturers ingenious : it is I 
That all the abhorred things o' the earth amend. 
By being worse than they. I am Posthumus. 
That killed thy daughter :— villain-like, I lie ; 
That caused a lesser villain than myself, 
A sacrilegious thief, to do 't : — the temple 
Of virtue was she ; yea, and she herself. 
Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 
The dogs o' the street to bay me : every villain 
Be caird Posthumus Leonatus ; and 
Be villainy less than 'twas I — Oh, Imogen I 
My queen, my life, my wife I Oh, Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen ! {crosses to l., and hack) 

Imogen. {Jlnierposing) Peace, my lord ; hear, hear J— ^ 
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Post. Shall 's have a play of this? Thou scornful page, 
There lie thy part, {striking her : she falls) 

PiSAN. {catching her) Oh, gentlemen, help 

Mine, and your mistress : — Oh, my lord PosthumusI 
You ne'er kilFd Imogen till now :--Help, help I— 
Mine honoured lady I 

Cymbel. Does the world go round ? 

Post, (l.) How come these staggers on? 

PisAN. Wake, my mistress! 

Cymbel. If this he so, the gods do mean to strike me 
To death with mortal joy. 

PiSAN. How fares my mistress ? 

Imogen. Why did you throw your wedded lady from you ? 
Think that you are upon a rock, and now 
Throw me again, {embracing Posthumus) 

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul, 
Till the tree die ! 

Cymbel. How now, my flesh, my child? 

What, mak'st thou me a dullard in this act ? 
Wilt thou not speak to me ? 

Imogen, {kneeling) Your blessing, sir. 

Cymbel. My tears, that fall, 

Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen, 
Thy mother's dead. 

Imogen. I am sorry for 't, my lord. 

Cymbel. Oh, she was naught ; and long of her it was 
That we meet here so strangely : But her son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

GuiD. (l.) Let me end the story : I slew him. 

Cymbel. Marry, the gods forefend ! — He was a prince. 

GuiD. A most incivil one : The wrongs he did me 
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me spurn the sea. 
If it could so roar to me : I cut off 's head ; 
And am right glad he is not standing here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cymbel. I am sorry for thee. 

By thine own tongue thou art condemned, and must 
Endure our law : Thou art dead. — -Bind the offender| 
And take him from our presence, (he is seized) 

BelaBt Stay, sir king : 
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This man is better than the man he slew, 

As well descended as thyself; and hath 

More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens 

Had ever scar for. — {to the Guard) Let his arms 

alone; (pushes them off) 
They were not born for bondage. 

Cymbel. (r. c.) Why, old soldier, 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for. 
By tasting of our wrath *? How of descent 
As good as we ? 

Belar. I 'am too blunt and saucy : Here's my knee ; [kneels) 
Mighty sir, these two young gentlemen, that call mo 

father. 
And think they are my sons, arc none of mine ; 
They are the issue of your loins, my liege. 
And blood of your begetting, {they kneel, l. c.) 

Cymbel. How I my issue ? 

Belar. So sure as you your father's. I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish 'd : 
Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punishment, 
Itself, and all my treason ; that I suflfer'd 
Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes • 
(For such and so they are) these twenty years 
Have I trained up : those arts they have, as I 
Could put into them ; but, gracious sir. 
Here are your sons again ; and I must lose 
Two of the sweetest companions in the world : 
The benediction of these covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven with stars. 

Cymbel. I lost my children ; 

If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. — Guiderius had 
Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star ; 
It was a mark of wonder. 

Belar. This is he ; 

Who hath upon him still that natural stamp : 
It was wise nature's end in the donation, 
To be his evidence now. 

Cymbel. Blcss'd may you be, 

That, after this strange starting from ycnr orbs^ ' 
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You may reign in them now ! — Oh, Imogen, 
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Imogen, {goes between them) No, my lord ; 

I have got two worlds by't — Oh, my gentle brothers 
Have we thus met ? Oh, never say hereafter 
But I am truest speaker : you calFd me brother, 
When I was but your sister; I you, brothers. 
When you were so indeed* 

Cymbel. Oh, rare instinct I 

Thou art my brother: {to Belarius) So we'll hold 
thee ever. 

Imogen. You are my father too ; and did relieve me. 
To see this gracious season. 

Cymbel. All o'erjoy'd, 

Save these in bonds ; let them be joyful too, 
For they shall taste our comfort. 
The forlorn soldier that so nobly fought. 
He would have well becom'd this place, and grac'd 
The thankings of a king. 

Post. I am, sir, 

The soldier that did company these three 
In poor beseeming ; 'twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then followed : — That I was he, 
Speak, lachimo : I had you down, and might 
Have made you finish. 

Iach, {kneels) I am down again : 

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee, 
As then your force did. Take that life, 'beseech you 
Which I so often owe : but, your ring first ; 
And here the bracelet of the truest princess, 
That ever swore her faith. 

Post. Kneel not to me ; 

The pow^r I have on you is to spare you ; 
The malice towards you to forgive you : Live, 
And deal with others better. 

Cymbel. Nobly doom'd ; 

We'll learn our freeness of a son-in-law ; 
Pardon 's the word to all. — Laud we the gods ; 
And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our bless'd altars ! Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects. Set we forward : Let 
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A Boman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together: so through Lud's town march; 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify ; — Never was a war did cease, 
£re bloody hands were washed, with snch a peace. 
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